Introduction 


Nov. 28, 1970 
Dear Nicky: 

Consider me your Number One Fan. As you know, I leaped’ 
at the opportunity to make a television special with you after 
reading Run, Baby Run, and I will never forget the excit- 
ing days we had together while filming this extraordinary 
story of your conversion, and the crusade you have led against 
drug abuse ever since. 

Now comes this powerful “inside” book The Lonely 
Now, which, to my mind, is a bloodcurdling cry for help 
from the tens of thousands, perhaps even millions, of forsaken, 
desperate, ignorant, and suicidal people in our country. 

During this past year, since we lost Diane to the curse of an 
LSD flashback, I have traveled across the United States many 
times, speaking, listening, watching, and learning about the 
terrible epidemic that is threatening our young people. Many 
times, I have said to my audiences, “I wish I could take you 
with me into the ghetto, into the subculture of our youthful 
drug addicts, and into the minds of the curious, rebellious 
youth who are risking everything for a momentary thrill.” 

Now, with this book, you have given the reader just that 
opportunity: to look into the lonesome hearts of the kids who 
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are turning to drugs, sex, crime, and perversion because their 
lives seem empty—kids who have a “hole of loneliness’ in 
their souls. 

I, too, have received over 100,000 letters from concerned 
people frantic over the tragedy on our doorstep. But most of 
my communications were from parents wanting to know what 
to do to save their children. ‘ 

Your letters are from the kids themselves, and reveal in 
stark, personal terms why so many of them are “turning off’ 
their parents and “turning on” with the synthetic thrills af- 
forded by chemistry and illicit love. 

And your answers are so true .. . your advice so solid 
. + « your conviction so strong, that the entire book becomes 
a dramatic sermon, vividly reminding us of the importance of 
Jesus Christ as a living Savior, and offering the one, final 
answer to our tragic problems, i 
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“Please Help Me!” 


East Village, New York City. The home of the hippie. 

It was midnight and St. Mark's Place was crowded with 
the weird, the freaks, the dirty, the unshaven. They thronged 
the sidewalks and spilled out into the streets. 

I had come back to New York on the invitation of Billy Gra- 
ham, to share my testimony during his New York Crusade at 
Shea Stadium, I had.arrived a day early because I wanted to 
visit some of my old haunts in Brooklyn and explore the 
teenage hangouts in East Village. Gloria was with me. 

“If you want to see what East Village is all about, go to the 
Electric Circus,” I had been told. And so we went. 

Gloria has ministered with me in many difficult situations 
since our marriage. We’ve lived in the ghettos and worked 
with drug addicts, runaway children, dope pushers, and sex 
perverts. Yet she was not prepared for what we encountered 
inside the Electric Circus. 

The flashing strobe lights and whirling psychedelic colors 
picked out the hundreds of writhing bodies grunting and 
twisting to the ear-shattering, pulsating beat of a combo 
known as “The Grateful Dead.” Huge murals of naked men 


_and women in lewd poses leered at us from the walls. 


“God created angels and died,” the inscription read. 
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In a side room, couples lay on the floor. In front of us, a 


boy let his hands roam over his male companion, much to 


the delight of several other homosexual teenagers who were 
urging him on. On the steps, as we left, two under-twenty 
girls embraced tightly—mouth to mouth. 

Outside, homeless, lonely youth, dressed in costumes that 


‘ranged from amusing to absurd, walked back and forth as if 


participating in some kind of ghastly Halloween parade. 
Back and forth, back and forth, back and forth .. . like 
caged animals in the zoo. 

A young couple dressed in long flowing robes approached 
us. 

“Hey, man,” the bearded boy called with a sick grin 
through his stringy beard, “you got a fix?” 

I reached in my pocket and pulled out a Gospel tract. 

“The only thing that will really fix you is Jesus,” I said. 

He looked at me with a glassy stare. 

“Where are you from?” I asked, trying to draw him into 
conversation. 

Through his dirty beard I heard the words: 

“Iowa. My old man’s a fat farmer. But me and the chick 
here, we like it better in the Village. We can do our own 
thing.” 

He looked at the tract and scoffed: “Man, I don’t need 
paper. I need bread. The chick needs a fix.” 

I started to tell him about the Bread of Life who had 
changed my life, but he was off, shuffling down the street. As 
they went by, I noticed that the girl had’a chain around her 
neck, leading to the boy’s wrist. Both had rings through their 
noses. 

In one block on St. Mark’s Place we passed nine cops, 
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walking in threes. We also passed five churches—all locked 
behind iron grates. 

Gloria cringed-and clung tightly to my arm as we stopped 
under the brightly lighted marquee of Bill Graham’s Fill- 
more East. A flashing sign proclaimed that “The Hot Tuna” 
were playing inside. The line was more than a block long as 
kids waited to pay their $7.50 to get in. 

Gloria jumped with a start as a young man sitting on the 
curb reached out and clutched at her foot. His eyes were 
glazed with dope, his beard matted. 

“Hey, man, can you show me the way? I gotta find where 
it’s all at,” he said, with a vacant stare on his face. 

I handed him a pocket-size New Testament. 

“Jesus is the Way,” I said softly. “He'll show you where it's . 
at. He’ll give you true happiness.” 

“Man, you gotta be crazy or somethin’,” the boy said, shak- 
ing his head in bewilderment. “I ain’t searchin’ for happi- 
ness. I'm lookin’ for a fix. TII be happy soon as I get high 
again.” 

Waving his arm with abandon, he explained with a dazed 
look: 

“All dudes on dope are happy. We're just a little lonely, 
that’s all.” 

Lonely! 

I guess if there’s one word that characterizes the “now gen- 
eration,” it’s that word, “lonely.” For the last several years, 
since the publication of my book, Run Baby Run, I've been 
talking to kids. All over America, where I've held crusades 
and meetings, the kids come to me and talk. I’ve been in al- 
most every state. I've spoken in hundreds of high schools and 
colleges. I’ve listened to kids in jails, juvenile detention 
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homes, rehabilitation centers, prisons, hospitals, drug clinics, 
and churches. Tve listened on the street corners in the ghet- 
tos and in the swankiest, richest boarding and military 


‘schools in the nation. Everywhere I go the kids tell me the 


same story—they’re lonely. 

In the early morning hours Gloria and I returned to our 
room. The city had grown quiet and somber, reflecting my 
inner mood. We closed the door of the tiny apartment where 
we were staying and prepared for bed. The room was quiet; 
only the faint honking of a horn and the occasional rattle of 
the elevated train sifted through the darkness. I lay in bed, 
barely conscious of Gloria’s quiet, even breathing beside me, 
and stared upward, unseeing, into the night. A hundred 
splintered thoughts whirled through my mind. A thousand 


‘faces flashed across an imaginary screen—faces of those who 


had crowded the auditoriums where I had spoken, faces of 
children playing in the ghettos, hopeless faces reaching out 
with their eyes from behind bars, tearstained faces of chil- 
dren locked in detention homes, faces that looked pleadingly 


up at me from beds in drug clinics, faces, filled with fear and 
fright. There were other faces: the faces. of the. boys at Out- 


reach for Youth, the faces of my own little girls, the faces of 
those lonely, empty youth we had seen on the streets in East 
Village. 

I tried to pray but the burden was too great, and my vo- 


-cabulary too limited. Suddenly I found myself praying in the 


Spirit, agonizing, weeping, as the Holy Spirit prayed through 
me with words which my intellect could not understand. 

I gently pushed back the sheet and slid out of bed onto my 
knees, still praying in the Spirit. It seemed that the burden 
of the world of lost youth had descended on my heart. 

I don’t know how long I remained in that position, but 
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finally the burden eased. I pulled myself to my feet and 


- walked across the room to the table where I naa laid my atta- 


ché case earlier in the evening. 

It was filled with unanswered letters, letters that iad: come 
in during the last several weeks from all over the nation. Let- 
ters from kids. Letters from parents. Letters from boys and 
girls in prison. Letters from Vietnam. Letters from the 
wounded youth of America. Letters saying, “Nicky, please 
help us.” 

I switched on the lamp, opened the case, and sorted 
through the letters. I had hoped to answer them while I was 
in New York. Youth write things they would never say face- 
to-face. They tell me things they don’t dare tell anyone else, 
especially their parents. 

I glanced at the letter on top of the stack, and then at the 
next one, and the next. Many of them begin simply: 


Dear Nicky, 

You don’t know me, but I’m a fourteen-year-old boy in De- 
troit. I just finished reading your book and I don't have any- 
one to talk to. Do you mind if I talk to you? 


Dear Nicky, 
It’s three o'clock in the morning and I don’t know why 
I’m writing this letter except I’ve been up all night reading 


your book and if I can’t pour out my heart to someone P'U 
explode! 


Dear Nicky, 
I need help. I think terrible thoughts. I know it’s the drug, 
and I know it’s killing me, but I’m hooked . 


6 THE LONELY NOW 
Dear Nicky, 
Tm sixteen and I live in Dallas. I have no one to turn to. 


My problem is almost unbearable. I know this is a dumb let- 
ter, but please help me... 


Most of the letters are handwritten on notebook paper. 
Many of them are from jails, prisons, juvenile detention 
homes, and reformatories. They are stamped “CENSORED” 
on the outside. 


Dear Nicky, 

I'm not sure if you're real or just made up. But I’m going 
to wait for a reply. I don’t believe anyone is real. My folks 
had me put in jail when I was fourteen and I’ve been here 
for the last three years .. . 


Dear Nicky, 

Tomorrow morning at 8:00 a.m. I leave here, Gulfport, 
Mississippi, to begin a lifelong prison sentence at Porchman 
Mississippi Prison Farm. I killed someone . . . 


Dear Nicky, 

I am in the county jail for having relations with my sister. 
My dad caught me and broke my back with a baseball bat. 
After I got out of the hospital he had me put here. My sister 
visited me yesterday and told me Dad is trying to make out 
with her now. Can you help me? Can you help us? 


Other letters come from the flip side of the social spec- 
trum, such as this one from Royal Oak, Michigan: 
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Dear Nicky, 

Even as I sit here in my carpeted room, the stereo blaring 
the latest Jefferson Airplane Album, Im so miserable that I 
could die. My folks give me all the money I want and I spend 
most of it on drugs. It just gets worse and worse . . . 


The daughter of a wealthy stockbroker in Delaware 
poured out her heart in a nine-page letter: 


Dear Nicky, 
Iam eighteen. I made a mistake in the past and can’t get it 
out of my mind. I am so afraid. Sometimes I think death 
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would be better than living with all this. I see a psychiatrist 
“every week, but I’m afraid to tell him my real feelings about 
things. nF 


A Jewish girl in St, Louis wrote: 


Dear Nicky, 

When I was ten I burned a house down just because I 
didn’t like the girl who lived there. My old man bribed the 
judge to let me off. When I was seventeen I was picked up by 
the cops for speeding. My old man came down to the jail 
drunk and mad. He hit me in the face with his fist. After he 
sobered up, he sent the rabbi down to apologize for him. 
Now I’m out of jail, but I’m not about to go back home. I 
hate my old man, and if I get a chance, Pll burn his house 
down, too. Nicky, I’m lost and I want to be found. I’ve let ev- 
erybody down, even myself . 


The most tragic letters come from people so caught up in 
the trap of satisfying their loneliness that they have turned to 
perversion, One letter came from a teenage boy whose return 
‘address was a midtown hotel in Denver: 


Dear Nicky, i 

My name is Dennis and I am a homosexual. At least, I 
think I am, since I am living with an older man who tells me 
he will commit suicide if I leave him. -I have been studying 
the Bible, trying to find what God has to say about homosex- 
ual relationships. Can you help me? + 


Many letters are from young children like this eleven- 
year-old schoolgirl from Boise, Idaho, who wrote saying: 


| 


“PLEASE HELP ME!” 9 


Dear Nicky, 

I haven’t told anybody this, but my sister and I were in 
bed one night and I saw Mom and her boyfriend playing 
with each other. My dad was out of town and I started 
crying. I told my sister we were going to run away from 
home. Later my Mom’s boyfriend put his hands on me, too. 
Now I know we’re going to leave. But where can we go? 


A ten-year-old boy in Ohio wrote: 


Dear Nicky, 

My father is a preacher, but he is a very cruel man. He 
preaches love, but he slaps me and my mom. If he slaps me 
again, I’m going to run away from home. Can I come live 
with you? 


A letter scrawled in pencil-on the back of an old sales slip 
came from a fifteen-year-old boy in El Dorado, Arkansas. It 
began: 


Dear Nicky, 

My name is Jim Chase and I have sinned many times and 
want help on how to live a better life. I am crying right now 
and praying that someday I can be like you and maybe: God 
will make me happy. I’m so lonely, Nicky . . . 


A sixteen-year-old girl in Nebraska wrote: 


Dear Nicky, 

I am filled with a cancer of hatred, distrust, and bitterness. 
A cancer which destroys even as it grows. I don’t know 
“Love.” My counselor says it is beyond my experience. 
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Nicky, I don’t want to be the way I am. Please help me. 
Can’t you do something? I know damn well God will never 
hear me. He never does. But Nicky, He’s listened to you be- 
fore. Maybe He'll listen again, even if it’s only for me. To- 


-morrow I'm going to run away again, because no one cares, 
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Many letters are written on the spur of the moment and 
contain no return address. They are impossible to answer. 
Even if I did know where to write, the answer would arrive 
too late. Typical of these cries for help in the night is this 
one: 


Dear Nicky, 

I’m writing this from a motel in Missouri. Pue just left 
California with my baby girl. I caught my wife in bed with 
another man and couldn’t stand to be there with her another 
minute. She begged and pleaded with me not to leave, but I 
couldn’t stand the thought of ever touching her again after 
she’d made love to that other guy. Now Pm halfway across 
the USA and I’ve checked into this motel. The baby is asleep 
on the bed beside me. Pue been up all night reading your 
book; I found it in the bookrack at the drug store. The sun is 
almost ready to come up and I’m so confused I don’t know 
what to do. I found your address in the back of the book and 
am sitting here on the edge of the bed writing. What should I 
do? Should I go back? I know my wife loves me and has re- 
pented of what she did. But can I accept her? I don’t know 
why I’m writing you, because you may never get this letter. 
But I need some answers. Perhaps if I turn to God... 
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Almost every week I geta letter like this one from a seven- 
teen-year-old girl in rural Louisiana, saying: 


Dear Nicky, 

I don’t know who will get this letter, but I sure hope it'll 
be someone who will try to help me. I am so mixed up—lI 
don’t give a damn for anything. Nothing matters anymore. I 
am so alone that I feel empty inside—almost like I don’t 
even have a heart. I have turned to immorality because there 
is no place else to turn. I am as low as a prostitute except I 
don’t charge for the use of my body. I give it because it gives 
me momentary relief from my aching loneliness .. . 


The same girl went on: 


I just want to be me and feel free and happy at something. 
But I can’t find it. I can’t reach and catch it. Please help me. 
I know I’m a phony. I know I stink to God. I want to do 
tight, but I can’t. I cuss, smoke, drink, lie, steal, and shack 
up with any boy who is kind to me. Yet.on Sunday I sing in 
the youth choir. My parents are too busy with their affairs to 
giveadamn... ; 


Her desperation is caught in the last paragraph of her 
letter: 


Here I am writing to a place I’ve never heard of (Fresno) 
and to a person I’ve never met (Nicky Cruz). But I have got 
to have help. I have even considered suicide, because I don’t 
see any other way out of it. Pm just so alone—so lonely. 


She’sent me several poems she had written. Like the letter, 
they were written with pencil on smudged notebook paper. 
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Somehow this particular letter and poetry seem to sum up 
the general feeling of so many in the present generation—the 
LONELY NOW. 


Life is at its best 

When it’s in its grave at rest . 
One day you love 

One day you hate 

One day you decide to break 

One day you discover your mistake 
But the same day you find 

It’s too late. 

Life is complicated and full of sin, 


I’m so alone for love 

My insides cry out to God above. 

Oh! I need someone 

Whose heart I have won 

I am lost and lonely in this universe. 


I was startled by the soft touch of Gloria’s hand on my 
shoulder. I could feel her body, still warm from the bed, 
pressed close to my back. 

“Are you all right, Sweetheart?” she asked softly, her voice 
filled with sleep. 

I reached up and took her hand with mine, the pages sym- 
bolic of hopelessness spread before me. I tried to talk, but 
the waves of emotion swept over my heart again, and all I 
could do was squeeze her hand and pull it against my face. 

I felt her lean over and put her cheek gently against the 
top of my head, 

“Nicky,” she said softly, “you're just one man. You can’t 
save the entire world. That’s up to Jesus. You need some 
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rest. Its almost dawn, and tonight you have the greatest 
speaking challenge in your life. Come to bed and leave all 


. this in the hands of Jesus.” 


I flicked off the lamp and followed her back to the bed. 
Within moments her even breathing told me she was asleep 
again. But the images were still with me. 

The common thread woven through those letters from 
young people was. the thread of loneliness. Loneliness and 
fear, for they always go together. Gloria was right. I was only 
one man. How much can one man do? So many young peo- 
ple—angry at the world, angry at God, angry at authority. 
‘What could I, one person, do to help this frightened, stum- 
bling, driven generation crying out for love? 

My mind raced back to that afternoon last year in Chat- 
tanooga, Tennessee. After the Crusade meeting in the 


-auditorium I had hurried down to the Juvenile Detention 


Center to speak to some of the boys on the ward. There were 
about thirty of them, ranging in age from eleven to sixteen. 
They sat obediently while I told them about Jesus Christ 
and His love and His deliverance. I had given an invitation 
and several had come forward and knelt, accepting Christ. - 

But I couldn’t get my eyes off one little blond-headed boy 
sitting off to one side. He was the youngest kid there, and his 
oversized jail clothes seemed to swallow him up and make 
him seem smaller than he actually was. As the officer herded 
the boys together and directed them through the steel door 
back to their cells, the little fellow kept looking back over his 
shoulder, his dirty face streaked with tears. 

“Sir,” I called out to the officer, “do you mind if I talk to 
this little fellow for a moment longer?” 

The officer shrugged and said, “ND, you can take him in a 


- side room if you want some privacy.” 
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I put my arm around his small, drooping shoulders and 
walked with him into a tiny room where we sat on oak chairs 
facing each other. 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 

“Georgie,” he said, his mouth quivering. 

“Tell me, Georgie, what are you doing in a place like 
this?” 

“I ran away,” he said. “Some older guys said I could go 
with them. We drove up from Alabama, but they left me at a 
filling station. Said I was too little to tag along. The cops 
picked me up and put me here.” 

“Don’t you want to go back home?” I asked. 

His eyes filled with tears: 

“Td rather be here than back home. That’s the reason I 
haven’t told nobody where I came from. Nobody wants me 
anyway. They probably don’t even care I'm gone from 
home.” 

“Georgie,” I said, reaching over and putting my hand on 
his shoulder, “do you know Jesus?” 

He shook his head and the tears rolled down his cheeks. 

“J-I-I don’t know anybody,” he stammered. 

For fifteen minutes I sat there and talked to Georgie about 
the things Jesus had done for me. Then I asked him if he 
wanted Jesus to change his life too. He grabbed me around 
the waist and nodded through the tears. 

“Yessir. I want Jesus to come into my heart. Will He do it 
if I ask Him now?” 

He knelt, and while the tears flowed I listened to Georgie 
repent of his childlike sins and accept Jesus Christ as his 
Lord and Savior. 

“Georgie, I’ve got to go now,” I said. “I have to speak at 
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the auditorium again tonight. But I’ll write you and send 
you some literature telling you how to walk with Jesus.” 

But he wouldn’t turn loose. 

“Please, Mr. Cruz, take me with you. Nobody here loves 


me. They won’t care if you take me. Please take me with 
” 


u. 

sA I tried to untangle his arms from my waist, but he 
clung tightly, desperately. The catch in my throat grew 
larger until I could hardly breathe. I looked upward, and it 
was as though I heard the voice of Jesus saying, “I didn’t 
turn you away when you came to Me. Will you turn this lit- 
tle one away?” 

“No, Lord,” I said. “I will not turn him away.” 

Before I left the Detention Center, I got permission from 
the authorities to fly Georgie to California to Outreach for 
Youth. I walked with him back to the cellblock and prom- 
ised him that within the week I would get the money, some- 
where, to fly him to California to his new home. 

As I left the cellblock, I took one last look back into the 
jail. My eyes fell on two more boys, both of them in their 
early teens, one black and one white. Their eyes were full of 
tears and their lips quivering as they peered corona the 
bars. They wanted to go too. 

I stepped outside into the late afternoon sunlight, leaned, 
against the.gray stone building—and cried. 


Oh, God, I want to reach out and embrace all'the lost kids 
of the world. I want to take them all home with me, But I 
can’t. I’m just one man and our facilities are so limited and 
our funds are so short... : 

Oh, God, what is the answer? 
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I lay in bed and stared at the ceiling until the first gray of 
dawn lighted the wall opposite the window. A plan was form- 
ing in my mind. Even though I was only one man, perhaps I 
could reach out and touch the lives of countless youth 
through a book, a book written just to them. Once before, in 
Run Baby Run, I was able to speak to their hearts. And now 
there was a need to talk to young people—not about me— 
but about their problems. On the desk were those letters. 
Perhaps if I just answered them—in public, in a book—and 
allowed the teenagers of the world to look over my shoul- 
det. 

I drifted off to sleep. After lunch I would visit my old turf 
in Brooklyn. It had been a long time since I’d been back in 
Mau Mau territory. Maybe I could contact some of my 
former gang members.and invite them to the Billy Graham 
Crusade. Perhaps there, in the ghetto, I would find the rest 
of my answer to the question, “What do the young people 
need most of all to meet the challenges of today?” 

Little did I realize that before the sun rose on another day 
God would reveal—by vivid eumplenthe answer to my 
question, 


Man and the Ghetto 


“Man; Nicky, you look great!” 

It was China talking.,After a quick lunch I had caught the 
subway to Brooklyn and was walking through my old turf 
near Washington Park. It was there I met China and Tooley, 
two former Mau Maus. 

Tooley was pumping my hand while China ran his fingers 
over the lapel of my new suit. 

“Where you been all these years?” Tooley asked as we 
stood and grinned at each other, “Somebody told me you 
were a preacher or something.” 

“That’s right,” I grinned, putting my arms. around the 
shoulders of both my old friends. “I live in California and 
work with ‘Little People,’ helping them off dope.” 

China shook his head. 

“Man, we need you right here. We got kids, eight and nine 
years old, shootin’ heroin in ‘the alleys. It ain’t like it used to 
be when we just smoked pot and had a few rumbles. Things 
are bad now, real bad.” 

We stopped in a candy store and sat at a table. 

“What about you guys? How’s it going?” I asked. 

Tooley shook his head. He hadn’t changed much since I 
Jast saw him many years before. His eyes were sunk in his 
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face and his complexion was pale and sallow. But he was still 
the same Tooley, unwilling to talk about his situation. He 
changed the subject. 
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“Man, Nicky, I sure wish you were back here. Things just 
haven’t been the same since you left. You remember that 
morning after we all went to St. Nicholas Arena? You led us 
down to the police station to turn in our guns and our 
knives.” 

China began to laugh. 
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“Man, that was wild! That cop thought we’d come to bust 
the joint. He couldn’t believe we were turning in our 
weapons.” 

I chuckled. Those memories were still real to me, too. 
China looked at me. 

“Hey, Nicky, how come you went off and became a 
preacher and me and Tooley are still here in the ghetto?” 

Tooley lit a cigarette and leaned back in his chair. He 
began to be philosophical. 

“China, me and you.are losers. Nicky's a winner. But guys 
like you and me—we'll always be in the ghetto. We don’t 
know nothin’ but the ghetto and prison. I mean, man, the 
cards are always stacked against us. There just ain’t no hope 
for guys like us.” 

“How are things really going, Tooley?” I persisted. 

He looked up out of the top of his eyes, peering at me 


_ through his bushy eyebrows. 


“You really wanna know, Nicky, I mean, like just the way 
it is?” 

I nodded, 

He shrugged. 

“Not good, Nicky. Not good. I guess you know I took that 
murder rap for Tony. He'd already been busted by the cops 
three times. If they hung another one on him they'd put him 
away forever. Man, he had a wife and kids. Sure, he shot that 
bum right between the eyes, but the guy was messin’ around 
with his wife. I was there when it happened and we all ran. 
But the cops caught us, I took the rap for him and spent five 
years in jail.” 

“When did you get out?” I asked. 

“About three years ago. But since then I’ve been back 
twice on narco charges.” 
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“You shootin’ heroin?” I asked, looking him squarely in 
the eyes. 

“Not now,” he said frankly. “But I’m going back. Man, 
things are rough. Ask China.” 

I turned to China. He nodded and dropped his head. 

“Im twenty-eight, Nicky, and I’ve spent twelve of those 
twenty-eight years in prison. At least Tooley’s got him a 
wife,” he said. “Me, I got no one, My wife divorced me while 
I was in jail. This last time I was busted for five years. I 
never had one visitor in all that time. I never got a letter.” 
He looked at me, wrinkling his brow as if he still found it 
hard to believe. 

“Can you imagine being locked up for five years and never 
having a visitor—not once—and never getting a single letter? 
The only mail I got was when she had her lawyer send me 


some papers saying the divorce was final and she had taken 


my two kids and married some other guy.” 

China’s dark eyes had hatred flashing through them. 

“I had sworn off dope, but when that mail came I started 
back.” His voice betrayed the hopelessness he felt in his 
whole being. 

“But I thought you were in prison — I said. “You didn’t 
go back on dope there—” 

Tooley laughed and slapped the table. 

“Come off it, Nicky. You can buy dope in prison just as 
easy as you can on the outside. I know a lot of guys who got 
hooked the first time while they were in jail.” 

It was hard to believe. I looked at China. 

“Have you seen your wife since you got out?” 

He shook his head. - 

“Naw, but I found me a woman and moved in with her. 
She was about forty-five and had a couple of kids of her own. 
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I thought she loved me and was going to marry me. Then 
one night she ran out and never came back. I moved in with 
this other girl I’m livin’ with now. She’s only seventeen, but 
Tlove her and want to marry her.” 

Tooley spoke up. 

“Hey, China, Nicky’s a preacher. Why not let him marry 
you?” 

China looked up hopefully. 

“Hey, would 7m, Nicky? I could go get her and you could 
do it right now.” 

I grinned and pushed China back into the chair. 

“It’s not quite that easy,” I said. “You have to have a li- 
cense, blood tests, and a lot-of other things. Don’t rush into — 
something that you might regret. Don’t get married just be- 
cause you're lonely.” ` 

“Yeah, maybe you're right,” China agreed thoughtfully as 
he sat back down. “After all, I’ve only known her a couple of 
weeks. It wouldn’t work out anyway. Nothing ever does for 
me. 

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a crumpled 
pack of cigarettes. Tooley handed him his half-smoked butt 
and China lit his cigarette from the end. Handing it back, he 
sat in silence and smoked. 

I turned to Tooley. 

“Are you serious about going ' back to heroin?” 

“Why not?” he. shrugged, as he flicked the ash off the end 
of his cigarette. “Me and China just both lost our jobs, We 
can’t get anybody to hire us because we got prison records. 
The parole board says if we don’t work we go back to jail. So, 
the only thing left to do is to get someone to front for us. 
He'll tell the parole officer we're working for him and then 


we-can go to work pushing dope. What else is there?” 
Ż 


” 
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“How did you lose your job?” I asked China. 

He looked at me again, his small dark face with deep-set 
eyes reflecting a lifetime of hatred and bitterness. 

“This girl Pm living with is a diabetic. One morning she 


woke up and was in insulin shock. I rushed her to the hospi- 
_ tal and while I was waiting for the doctor I called my boss 


and told him I couldn’t come in to work until I finished at 
the hospital.” 

China paused, his teeth clenched tight while he ground 
out his cigarette with a twisting kind of vengeance. 

“That pig said he didn’t care what was wrong with my 
girl; if I didn’t show up for work in thirty minutes, I was 
fired.” 

China looked at me. 

“Man, Nicky, I couldn’t leave my girl down there all 
alone! She’s all I got. She’s the only one in all the world that 
loves me. How could I walk off and leave her when she 
needed me? A guy can get along without a lot of things, but 
he can’t make it unless he has someone to love—and some- 
one to love him. She ain’t much of a girl, but she loves me 
and I love her—and we ain’t got nobody else.” 

Llooked at Tooley. 

“What about you?” 

He shrugged. 5 

“I was workin’ in a air-conditioning place. They said they 
had too many guys, so they let me go. They said they could 
put me back on this winter when they start workin’ on fur- 
naces. But that’s half a year away! I gotta do somethin’ to 
support my family. So . . . TIl sell dope. What else?” 

I glanced at my watch. 

“How would you fellows like to go with me to Shea Sta- 
dium tonight?” 


a Re ha Ta) 
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Tooley brightened up. 

“Are the Mets in town? I'd like to see them play.” 

I chuckled and said, “No, there’s something a lot better 
than the Mets. Billy Graham’s holding a Crusade.” 

Puzzled, China interjected, “Who's Billy Graham? And 
what's a Crusade?” 

“Man, you must be kidding,’ I said in unbelief, 
“Everybody knows who Billy Graham is!” 

Tooley took a final drag on his cigarette and let the smoke 
escape through his nose. 

“Seems like I’ve heard of him nagis He’s some kind 
of a preacher, ain’t he?” 

Ishook my head in dismay. 


“He's the best-known preacher in the world. He’s holding 3 


a five-day Crusade here in New York and I’m supposed to be 
on the platform tonight to share my testimony.” 

“Hey, man, let’s go!” Tooley said with enthusiasm. “We 
ain’t got nothin’ else to do, and it'll give us time to be with 
Nicky and talk about old times with the gang.” 

China pushed back his chair. 

“Tm ready when you are.” 

Dan Malachuk, my Jolly Green Giant friend, met us at the 
team’s headquarters hotel. After‘supper he took us to the sta- 
dium. China and Tooley were awed by the size of the crowd 
that had turned out, as they put it, for a “church service.” 
Dan took them on to the press box while I met with Dr. 
Graham and the team membets for a time of prayer. 

Moments later we were coming out of the dugout on the 
third-base line and marching across the field toward the plat- 
form. All around me were people, looked like forty thousand 
of them. On the infield, covering second base, was a huge 
platform. Behind the pitcher’s mound was a battery of TV 
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cameras. On a banner stretching across the centerfield fence 
were the words: “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life. 
John 14:6,” 

On the platform were such celebrities as Ethel Waters and 
George Beverly Shea. Cliff Barrows had already finished re- 
hearsing the choir and was seated waiting for us to take our 
places. Beyond the ball park I could see the lights of the 
Whitestone Bridge across Long Island Sound. Beyond that 
was the City. 

I took my seat beside Bev Shea. My mind raced back 
twelve years when a gang of the Mau Maus had taken over a 
subway train and run wild through the City. We had been 
busted by the cops and all wound up in jail. I couldn’t even 
speak English then. All I knew was gang rumbles, fighting, 
and searching for love. Now, here I was sitting on a platform 
in Shea Stadium, getting ready to speak before nationwide 
TV. It staggered my imagination just to think about it. 

The service moved briskly, and before I knew it I was in 
front of the microphones and that vast sea of faces. 

“Jesus didn’t come to get man out of the ghetto,” I heard 
myself saying. “He came to get the ghetto out of man.” I was 
very conscious of the needs of so many as I spoke, knowing 
that up there in the stands were China and Tooley, and 


thousands of others just like them—searching for some kind , 


of meaning in life. 

Billy Graham spoke and gave the invitation—asking those 
who would accept Christ to come forward. Slowly at first, 
then, like trickling streams of water from the melting snow 
on a mountaintop, hearts began to thaw, and the aisles filled 
with people streaming forward. They formed a giant river of 
humanity that flooded through the gates and gathered in a 
huge ocean of people around the platform. I was overcome 
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with the immensity of it all, and the tears again came to my 
eyes as I wept over the joy of being a part of this giant army 
of God. : 

Someone was poking me in the back. It was one of the men 
who had been sitting on the platform. 

“Somebody wants. you down there,” he said, pointing to 
the platform steps. I looked down. There was Dan Mala- 


_chuk, motioning for me. Beyond him, I could see the up- 


turned faces of China and Tooley. They had come forward 
to make a decision for Christ. 

The choir was still singing “Just As I Am” as I wedged my 
way through the mob of inquirers jammed around the base 
of the platform. Putting my arms around my former gang 
members I moved out into right field, where we knelt in the 
lush green grass. First China, then Tooley prayed: 

“Lord, I want to be born again. I repent of my sins and 
take Jesus as‘my Savior. Tonight I die to self and make Him 
the Lord of my life. Please make me a new person inside.” 

As we were leaving the stadium China looked up. There 
was a new glow in his face—a glow I'd never seen there 
before. 

“Nicky,” he said with some difficulty, “you've always been 
our leader. We followed you to hell when you were president 
of the Mau Maus. Now tonight we've followed you-to heaven 
—and that’s much better—”- 

“That’s right,” Tooley broke in. “Only you ain’t our 
leader anymore. Now we've got a new leader—right?” 

I could only nod my head: 

We stood for a long moment looking at the banner in cen- 
ter field. The stands were slowly.emptying, but all around us, 
on the playing field, were little knots of people. Some were 
standing, engrossed in deep conversation as the counselors 
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led the seekers to Jesus. Many of the young people were sit- 
ting on the grass in groups of three and four. They were en- 
gaged in intense conversations with their open Bibles on the 
grass between them. I glanced into the upper tier of seats on 
the left-field side. The section had not been used, and some- 
one had gone through the folding seats and turned them 
down so the slogan, “God Lives,” appeared, written in giant 
letters formed by the folded-down seats. Then I looked back 
at China and Tooley; their faces were radiant. 

“That’s right, boys,” I could say to them now, “we all have 
a new leader. His name is Jesus.” 

On the way back to the hotel, China and Tooley talked 
i without stopping. They were different persons from the ones 
i who had gone out to the stadium just a few hours before. In- 
stead of talking about the past, they were eager for the 
future. 

“You know, I think I’ll move out of the City,” Tooley was 

saying. “It ain’t fair to my wife and the kids to stay in the 
slums. Maybe I can find a small town someplace and go to 
| work in a garage and we can start over.” 3 
| China, quiet and thoughtful, mused aloud: 
“Tve got to get a few things worked out first. But, you 
| know, for the first time in my life I think maybe I can make 
it. For the first time I feel there’s someone who loves me. 
Jesus loves me.” ; 

I sat between them on the back seat of Dan’s car while 
they talked exuberantly and joyfully of what the future 
could hold. I was lost in deep thought myself. The night be- 
fore I had been praying, seeking an answer to the question: 
“What do young people of today need most of all to meet 
their problems?” Tonight, I had received the answer in the 
living example of Christ entering the lives of Tooley, and 
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lems. It-was the same answer I had been preaching all over 
the country. But somehow, tonight, it had come through ina 
different way, clearer, stronger. The answer is Jesus Christ as 
Lord of our lives. It’s like the sign in center field said: “He ts 
the way, the truth and the life . . .” 

Now I’m ready, I thought, to get to work on those letters,- 


China, It was the same answer I had found to my own probe 


I'm Fifteen and Tired of Living 


In my files I have a poem written by a tortured fifteen-year- 
old girl who on numerous occasions has tried to take her life. 
Her brother came to Outreach for Youth when he was only 
twelve years old. He stayed for two years, and during this 
time I had many conversations with his sister who came to 
visit him. They came from a broken home and both had 
been on drugs.before they were twelve. At the age of fifteen, 
the girl had contracted venereal disease. Her father, a 
wealthy airline executive, didn’t have time for either child, 
and the mother was too busy with her club work to care. The 


girl wound up in a juvenile detention center. Here is her ` 


poem, written during her fifteenth year: 


We are the ones on whose tombs they'll inscribe 
Died at fifteen, buried at seventy-five. 

Out of the night we breathe a sigh 

For those who are dead, but cannot die. 


My heart breaks for kids like this, for I know what it is 
like to be dead spiritually and unable to die physically. You 
become a walking dead person, and the city becomes the 
land of the living dead. This girl is just one of tens of thou- 
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sands of youth who feel the same way. I’m enclosing portions 
of some of their letters which have arrived at my office. All of 


them are handwritten, some bear tearstains. One letter was 


covered with dried blood. A note on the bottom of the page 
explained that the writer had cut her wrists just to let me 
Know she meant business when she said if I didn’t answer her 
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she was going to commit suicide. Here are the letters, and my 
answers: 


Dear Nicky, 

Even though I’ve been raised in the home of a Bible- 
believing minister, I’ve been unhappy. Most of that unhappi- 
ness was brought on by my own stupidity. I went to a couple 
of parties where there was smoking and drinking. Even 
though I didn’t smoke or drink, I did tell my sister about the 
party. She told my dad and it was curtains for me. I’ve been 
living in prison—hell—ever since. There is no escape. I felt 
everyone wanted to hurt me, so at fourteen I tried to take my 
own life. 

Allan 


Dear Allan, 

Your story reminds me of onè that Jesus told. He told of a 
boy, very much like you, who thought his home was a prison 
also. Instead of attempting suicide, however, this boy ran 
away to a far country. After he got away from home, he 
began to realize that even though his father was a stern disci- 


plinarian, he still loved him. The Bible says the boy “came - 


to himself” and asked himself, “What is a child of my father 
doing here in this pigpen?” He arose and went back to his fa- 
ther, who welcomed him with a great celebration. You can 
read about it in the fifteenth chapter of Luke in your Bible. 
I think your parents must love you very much to discipline 
you when you start to go wrong. True, perhaps you didn’t do 
the things the other kids were doing, but you were there and 
you had no business being there. Your father, in hopes of 
keeping you from falling into sin, has “laid down the law.” 
Have you ever tried loving your father and mother? Have 
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you ever thought of going to them and telling them you are 
sorry for your rebellious attitude and asking them to show 
you the way? Instead of demanding your own way all the 


time, have you recognized that they know far more about life — 


than you know and that they want to lead you in ways of 
health and happiness? 

So, you think everyone wanted to hurt you. You sound like 
the little boy who stuck his finger in his ear and pouted: 


Nobody likes me 
Ever’body hates me 
I’m gonna go eat worms, 


But suicide? That’s ridiculous! God has given you a beauti- 
ful body, a good mind, and a wonderful plan for your life. 
To end it at the age of fourteen is nonsense. See how much 
God must love you? He prevented you from taking away the 
precious gift He had given you—your life. It seems like you 


would be willing to try anything before you tried suicide, 


Why not try His way of living, the way of love, the way of 
humility, the way of meekness—the way of’ Christ. That 
sounds a lot better to me than death. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

Right now it’s 4:45 am. and Pve just finished reading 
Run Baby Run. Pm sixteen and all I can see ahead of me is 
living, marrying, working, dying, and not much else. Is there 
any reason for living? No kidding, man, are we here for some 
real reason or is this all there is to it? 

Tom 
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Dear Tom, 

When I was your age, I felt exactly the same way you feel. 
I had lost my zest for living. I had done everything, seën ev- 
erything, and still was empty. The only future I could see 
was a continuation of the past—and I didn’t think I could 
stand that. I seriously considered suicide as a way out of the 
ghetto—as a way out of the prison of my fear. 

Then I met Jesus Christ and everything changed. I 
learned about the abundant life that He talks about, that He 
promised us. Since that day there has not been a single day 
when I was unhappy to be alive. Now I look forward to each 
new day and can hardly wait for the sun to come up, know- 
ing that Jesus Christ has some magnificent plan for my life 
that very day. 

The writer of Proverbs said, “A merry heart doeth good 
like a medicine.” Enthusiasm for life is a thing of the heart. 
When you feel like you do, it is because your inner works are 
out of adjustment. I recommend you to-the master fixer, 
Jesus Christ. He will give you a brand new heart. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I live in a town that has about a thousand people in it. 
You can’t walk out the door without everybody in town 
knowing about it. I feel like the world is closing in on me. I 
need help. I’m only eighteen but sometimes I feel like fifty. 
know I’m a phony—but I don’t know the way out. 

George 


Dear George, 
The only persons who are fearful of others knowing their 
actions are the ones who are doing wrong. If you think it’s 
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tough to live in a small town, you ought to travel with me for 
a month! I live in a “glass house” and the whole world’ 
knows where I am and what I am doing. 

But this doesn’t bother me. I rejoice in it. God knows my 
weaknesses and has put me in this position to strengthen me, 
I don’t mind having the eyes of the world on me because it 
reminds me that I am an ambassador for Jesus Christ. And I 
want to be a good one. I am honored to be put in such a posi- 
tion of trust. 

You are bothered because you think people are watching 
you? Hmmm!!! 

Let Jesus Christ come into your heart and resurrect you. 
He will, you know. And then when people look at you, they 
won't see George at ail, they'll see Christ living in you. That 
sounds exciting to me. I hope it will be exciting to you also, 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

Even though I’m a Christian, I’ve been slipping recently. 
This morning, during the communion service, we were sing- 
ing, “Oh, how I love Jesus.” And I found myself. singing, 
“Oh, how I love Jim.” Jim is this dude I make out with. 
Even though he brags to all his friends about how many 
times he’s been with me, I still chase after him. I mean, 
Nicky, I need someone. If I can’t have someone, there's no 
sense in living. 

Lucille 


Dear Lucille, 

To answer your letter, I want to share another letter I re- 
ceived from a girl in Florida. Like yourself, she was lonely 
and longing for someone to fill the loneliness. She thought it 
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had to be someone with lips she could kiss and sparkling eyes 
she could gaze into. Instead, she found— 
Well, read the letter for yourself: 


Dear Nicky, 

I grew up in a Christian home and we attended church 
every Sunday. But inside I was tortured. There was a horri- 
ble emptiness, a loneliness that needed to be filled. I went 
from boy to boy, and each time I thought I had the answer; 
but this didn’t satisfy either. Then.one day I attended a 
prayer meeting at a home where a group of ex-hippies were 
testifying. They had all been on dope but now said they were 
high on Jesus Christ. At the close of the prayer meeting I got 
on my knees and they gathered around me and laid hands on 
my head. and WOW! JESUS IS TERRIFIC! 

That was six months ago and I still haven’t come down. 
All I want to do is praise His Name. I have even been 
preaching on the street corners with some of the other kids 
in our prayer group. And do you know what, Nicky? That 
old longing to have some guy’s arms around me all the time 
is gone. I mean, Jesus is the ultimate. If God wants to send 
me some fellow to marry one day, that’s okay too. Praise the 
Lord for hope. But right now, I don’t need anyone "eo 
Jesus. 

Eleanor 


How about it, Lucille? Are you willing to try this Jesus? 
Nicky 


` -Dear Nicky, 
I’m a sophomore at the University of Minnesota. Pue been 
having problems the last couple of years that to me are worse 
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_than anything I could dream of. I have lost all purpose in 


life. I find absolutely nothing to justify my existence. I hate 
everyone, including myself. I hate school and all it stands for. 
Last night I closed the garage and turned on the car motor; 
but my dad came out to the garage for something and got 
mad, saying I could kill myself doing a silly thing like that. If 
only he knew! If only he understood. If only he realized how 
desperate I am. Is there some reason for living, Nicky? Any 
reason at all? 
: Henry 


Dear Henry, 

You reflect the despair and boredom of so many people 
these days. Your letter makes no mention of God, but I 
counted ten “I’s.”. The truth is that you, like so many, have 
become wrapped up in yourself. And this “self” can be a 
pretty awful cocoon: 

Yes, Henry, there is reason for living. But tne reason lies 
outside the cocoon, As.long as you stay inside, you'll never 
find it. Come out. Come out and look at the needs of people 
less fortunate than you. Think of how you can help them. 
Look at the human suffering around you, the misery of body 
and soul. Arid then be willing to help. Say to God, “Here am 
I. Send me.” 

But you can’t be sent until you have enlisted in God’s 
army. To do this, you must repent of your selfishness and 
self-centeredness and be born again—just like-the beautiful 
butterfly emerging from the cocoon. The new birth will 
make you free. You'll be alive to God and He will give you a 
whole new:sense of awareness. The world will look new to 
you—you'll see it for the first time. 

I thank God that you have come to a dead end, the end of 
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“self.” Now you can begin to live life as it was intended to 
be, a wonderful, abundant life, with Christ as the center, 

Nicky 
Dear Nicky, 

I am seventeen and I live in a foster home. I was brought 
up living in sin and I can’t seem to get Christ in my ‘heart. 
Even as a child I was always drunk or high on grass. My 
Mom slept with anything in pants and didn’t care who she 
hurt. The neighbors tell me to stay away from their hus- 
bands—because Mom is a whore they think I am too. 

Finally, after two years of this, I found a boy who said he 
loved me, and I ran away with him. When I found I was 
pregnant, he left me, so I came back home and told my mom. 
She called me filthy names. Then she and my step-dad beat 
up on me. He held me down while she hit me in the stomach 
só I would have a miscarriage. The next day my step-dad 
wrote me a six-page letter saying he loved me and wanted to 
divorce Mom and marry me so he could help raise my baby. 

After I had the miscarriage, I left home and the court put 
me in this foster home. And Nicky, I’m so miserable. Pa 
rather be dead than grow up in a world like this. I know you 
can’t answer my letter, but it helps just to get these things off 
my chest. 

Phyllis 
Dear Phyllis, 

The relief you felt in expressing yourself to me can be in- 
creased a thousandfold when you pour your heart out to 
God. Jesus loves you with a love that is pure, selfless, and giv- 
ing. He will never take advantage of you, will never con- 
demn you, and will never accuse. All He does is love you— 
and forgive you. 
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Don’t be disillusioned by the world you have seen. There’s 
more to life than what you have, experienced so far. I know. 
Once I was caught in the same fix. I didn’t know there was 
anything other than the asphalt and concrete jungle where I 
lived in the slums. I didn’t know there were green trees and 


fields of flowers. I didn’t know there were groups of Chris- _ 


tians who would give all and ask nothing in-return. I didn’t 
know there were people who could love me until a. preacher 
came into the ghetto one day and said, “Nicky, Jesus loves 
you and I love you.” I didn’t know about Jesus until then, 
and it took a long time before I would believe it, But I be- 
lieve it now. I have been set free and God has shown me that 
the world is full of wonderful people, born again in Jesus 
Christ; who really love me—and you. 

Join hands with Jesus, Phyllis; join hands with Jesus 
Christ, the lover of your soul, and march with Him into the 
future. : 

Perhaps excerpts from three letters, all from the same 
sixteen-year-old girl, but written about a month apart, will 


help you understand just how Jesus can change your life. 


The first letter arrived the middle of March: 


Dear Nicky, 

I would like to have the faith you have, but I don’t know 
how to get it. It’s hard for me to believe. I’m sure I’ve sinned 
more than anyone else in the whole world. Can God forgive 
me? I have no purpose in life. Nothing seéms worthwhile. I 
always search but never find. Nothing seems to have a pur- 
pose. I have made two serious suicide attempts and am now 
in a state hospital. It’s hell here. I’d do anything to get out. 
The only thing I can think about is suicide. It’s always on 
my mind. I can’t get it off. I’ve cut and burned myself many 
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times. Can God cure me? If you get time, please write. 


Please. 
Tracy 


I wrote her back immediately. Three weeks later I received 
her second letter: 


Dear Nicky, 

Thank you so much for your letter. It really meant a lot to 
me. I guess I never expected an answer. I didn’t know any- 
one cared that much, I’ve been praying, but my prayers don’t 
seem to go very far. I don’t know if God hears, Also, 1 have 
another problem. I hate myself. I’ve cut my body many times 
with a razor because of it. After I cut, I pull the bandages off 
and burn the sores. I can’t live with me the way I am. My 
body is all scarred and full of stitches. Pue given my life to 
Jesus, but ’'m having trouble stopping the cutting. 

But it is great to know that someone cares. 


Tracy 


In her second letter Tracy asked me if I thought it was a sin 
to attempt suicide. I wrote her back saying that suicide was an 
evidence of the emptiness in her life, and that God doesn’t 
mean for us to be empty. I told her that if she would let the 
Holy Spirit come and fill her life, the desire to commit sui- 
cide would disappear. 

Her third letter arrived the middle of May: 


Dear Nicky, 

Pm really sorry to be writing so often, but you're the only 
person I can talk to. I did ask Christ into my life, and I be- 
lieve He came in. I have a whole new life now. The old one 
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is gone. I no longer cut myself. I threw my razor blades away 
and the old demons no longer torment me since Jesus deliv- 
ered me. I want to live now. I want to live for Him. Suicide 


_ is the last thing on my mind. There is so much I want to do! 


In fact, I really want to be a missionary, and only a short 


‘time ago I was cursing them for bothering me. 


Tracy 


So there you are, Phyllis. Tracy was much worse off than 
you are. And Jesus showed her the way to a new life in Him. I 
pray that you will find it too. 

Nicky 


Occasionally I will hear a preacher say, “I have faith in tne 
youth of today.” I don’t. I have found that to have faith ‘in 
youth—or adults, or preachers, or educators, or government 
leaders—is foolish. No, I have faith only in Jesus Christ, and 
once He comes into the life of a person, young or old, I know 
He will be faithful to do a good work in them. Today’s youth 
are no worse, or no better, than the youth of any other gene- 
ration. Without Christ they are lost; with Christ they are 
saved. When they are filled with the Holy Spirit, they can do 
all things through Christ who strengthens them. 

I am encouraged that more and more of today’s youth dre 
“turning on” to Jesus Christ. They have been disillusioned 
by the phoniness and artificiality of much of the modern 
church. They have been driven to despair by the hypocrisy of 
many -of their parents and adult leaders. Because of this, 
there has been a mad search among today’s youth for reality 
in life. Sadly, many of them have been looking in the wrong 
areas—drugs, sex, violence, worldly causes. But when these 
same young people turn on to. Jesús ane receive the baptism 
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in the Holy Spirit, then watch out, adults! You'll be run over 
by a generation of kids whose enthusiasm for spiritual things 
knows no bounds. 

I began this chapter with a poem from a lonely, disturbed, 
searching girl. I close it with another poem, written by a 
young, Spirit-filled girl who has found the Answer: 


Tonight I saw my Jesus’ face 
His love I couldn’t ignore. 

I saw the eyes of peace and love 
Which I'd never known before. 


His face showed a deep compassion 
With love I couldn’t deny; 

And yet His face showed justice 
That made all my pride to die. 


He talked with me and told me things 
Pd never heard before. 

It filled me with a happiness 

And made my spirit soar. 


I tried to share this love and peace 
But no one listened to me. 

Some said, “You cannot talk to God 
And Him you cannot see.” 


I wish the Lord would show Himself 
To people who can’t believe. 
I know He is a living Fact 

For He showed Himself to me. 


—Debbie Trytko 
Age 17 
Merritt Island, Florida 


ns 


Fear, Frustration, and Failure 


Dear Nicky, 
I am nineteen years old and work as a bookkeeper. Even 


though I grew up under the strict rule of my Catholic par- 


ents, I sometimes hate. God. I have tried not to believe in 
Him, to forget Him, but I can’t, He haunts me all the time. 
I am perpetually afraid. I hate going to sleep at night for fear 
that my unknown fear will invade my dreams and haunt me 
even there. 

I can’t stand the thought of anyone loving me, because I 
know that once they get to know me, they will hate me as 
much as I hate myself. 

It’s awful not to belong. I never have and never will. I 
don’t even know why I was born. My life is an ambivalence 
of extreme hatred and, longing for love. I’m so afraid, I know 
I’m going to take to the road and just keep running. I’ve run 
all my life. I never get anywhere but further imprisoned in 
my hatred and pride. That’s the only security I know—my 
prison. I belong in it. I feel at home in it and knowhow to 
act. This is important to. me. But I’m so alone. And scared. 
So very, very scared. 

Carla 
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Dear Carla, 


Your letter reminds me of the words of David so many 
years ago: He said: 


Whither shall I go from thy spirit? or whither shall I flee 
from thy presence? If I ascend up into heaven, thou art 
there: if I make my bed in hell, behold thou art there. If I 
take the wings of the morning, and dwell in the uttermost 
parts of the sea; Even there shall thy hand lead me, and 
thy right hand shall hold me. If I say, Surely the darkness 
shall cover me; even the night shall be light about me . . 
(Psalm 139:7-11) 


I could not print your entire letter, but in it you men- 
tioned that you are the oldest of thirteen brothers and sisters. 
Perhaps you have felt left out, since no doubt you’ve had to 
pitch in and do a lot of the work to help with such a large 
family. Maybe you have not felt the warmth and security of 
your mother and father since they have been busy with all 
the other children, And so you are afraid of love from other 
sources—especially from God. But God loves you anyway, 
He loves you even when you are afraid of Him. He loves you 
even when you don’t want His love. He loves you even when 
you reject Him and run from Him. And, as the Psalmist says, 
you will never, never be able to hide from His love. 

The Bible says that perfect love casts out fear. If you are 
afraid, it is because you have rejected the love of God. It’s 
time to open your heart and let Jesus love you. Then you 
won't need to be afraid anymore. He'll take care of you, just 
as a father takes care of his family. He will deliver you from 
the prison of fear and give you perfect freedom. 

Nicky 
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. Dear Nicky, 


I was in the Bishops gang for a while and then in the 
Frenchmen. When everything died down around my turf, I 
joined the army. I’m still fighting.and killing, but now in- 
stead of going to jail, I get a medal. I need your help. I want 
to find the happiness, peace of mind, and inner security that 
you have, I believe there is a God, but I don’t know how to 
reach Him. But I know that if He helped you, He can help 
me too. Tell me how— 

John 


Dear John; 

If you joined the army in order to kill legally, you joined 
for the wrong reason, Whenever a man kills because he 
wants to, or because he likes to, or because he hates his 
enemy—it’s wrong. And this is so in Vietnam as well as in 
New York. 

However, whether in the ghetto or on the battlefield, you 
can find the peace of God in your heart. I found:it while I 
was rumbling with the Mau Maus. Others have found it 
while under fire in Vietnam. .Once you realize that Jesus 
loves you and has a. wonderful plan for your life, you can 
turn to'Him and invite Him into your heart, Many people 
are like you, trying to reach God. But you don’t have to 
reach for God. He is reaching for you. He loved you so much 
that He sent His Son Jesus to die for you. You don’t have to 
search for Christ. All you have to do is let Him find you. Just 
open the door and let Him in. 

Let me share a portion of a letter I received recently. Tt 
was written on a piece of lined notebook paper and was cov- 
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ered with smudges of mud, It came from Vietnam where it 
was written in a foxhole. 


Dear Nicky, 
Next week I end my tour of duty here in “Nam” and will 
be heading home. Many of my friends have been killed over 


here and most of the others around me are escaping the hell 
of war by smoking pot and taking drugs. But three months 
ago I found something that will turn me on higher than pot. 


FEAR, FRUSTRATION, AND FAILURE a 

I read your book, Run Baby Run. One of the chaplains 
had it and passed it around the company. The night I 
finished reading it, I closed the book and got down on my 


_ knees outsidé my tent. It was raining and I got drenched, but 


I looked up into the dark sky, and with the rain splattering © 
on my iron pot and running down my face I asked Jesus 
Christ to take over my life. 

Kneeling there in the mud, I heard the voice of God say: 

“If you want to enlist in My army, raise your hand and be 
sworn in.” > 

I raised not just one hand, but both my hands, and took 
my oath of loyalty to Jesus Christ. 

Nicky, He came into my heart that night, and for the last 
three months I. have known such happiness and peace. Even 
now I can hear the rattle of a machine gun spewing out 
death, but I’m safe and secure in Jesus Christ. 

I just.wanted to write and say, “Hallelujah!” I’m not 
afraid anymore. Jesus is real to me. 

Chris 


I pray, John, that you will know that Jesus is real just as 
Chris knows— 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I'm in prison for something I didn’t do. I was with a gang 
of boys one evening, but I split about midmght and went 
home, Later the gang stopped a.car in the middle of the 
street, beat up the man who was driving, and raped his girl. 
The cops rounded up the gang, including me, and the 
woman identified me as one of the group. ; A 

Before God, Nicky, I wasn’t with them! But that didn’t 
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make any difference to the Judge. I don’t blame the woman 
—she was hysterical, 

So now Pm serving seven to twelve years in prison for 
something I didn’t do. What can I do when everyone is 
against me? 


Marty 


Dear Marty, 

The Bible tells us to avoid the very appearance of evil. 
Even though you did not commit this horrible crime, your 
association with the gang had branded you just the same. 

Being bitter or resentful about your prison sentence can 
make you become a criminal even though you. were not one 
when you went in. I advise you to concentrate on good be- 
havior. You'll be free sooner that way. 

But there is something more important. In‘ the final show- 
down, we answer only to God for our actions. Although you 
may have to endure prison and bear the stigma of this accu- 
sation the rest of your life, your conscience will be clear. I 
wish you could read my mail and know of the hundreds of. 
people who write saying they would give their last dollar for 
a clear conscience. Thank God that you are not afraid to 
stand in His presence, for if you-have placed your trust in 
Christ, you have hothing to fear for eternity. You can depend 
on the verse in the Bible that tells us that “Man looketh 
upon the outward appearance, but God looketh upon the 
heart.” When He is for us, who can be against us? 


Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 


Pue never written a letter like this in all my twenty-eight 
years, but I’m writing to you now, a complete stranger, to ask 
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you to pray for me. Tomorrow morning at eight o'clock I 
leave Gulfport, Mississippi, to begin a lifelong prison sen- 
tence at Porchman, Mississippi, Prison Farm. I am a mur- 
derer, but I have accepted Jesus Christ as my personal Sav- 
ior. I know Satan hates to lose a servant like me, and Pm 
scared, Nicky, scared he'll pull me back down into the hell I 
once knew. I just can’t escape the feeling that God has a pur- 
pose for me, even in prison. es 

I know God listens to you, but sometimes I doubt if He'll 
bother with me. That’s why I want you to pray for me. I 
have a son and daughter I’ll probably never see again. All I 
can do is pray that God will guide them as they go through 
life without me. But if this letter can make any young person 
stop and think, and hopefully turn to Jesus Christ before it is 
too late, please use it, Nicky. 

Clem, 


Dear Clem, ; 

I praise God you have found Jesus as your Savior. Some of 
the greatest mission fields in all the world are our prisons. 
Think of the opportunities you will have to witness there! 

Did you know that there is one thing that man can do that 
is impossible for God? That's right! Man can remember his 
sins after he has been converted, but God cannot remember 
them, God says, “And their sins and iniquities will I remem- 
ber no more” (Hebrews 10:17). The Bible promises, “Hwe 
confess our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, 
and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness” (I John 1:9). 

Remember that you are now a Son of God. Even though 
you are locked up in a prison, you do not have to fight your 
battle alone. Jesus Christ, the Victor, fights for you, and He 
will never let you go. 
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Don't sell yourself short. God will answer your prayers, 
just as He answers mine. God hears the prayers of every man 
who prays in Jesus’ name. And He hears, not because we are 
worthy, but because He is Love. 


Nicky 


$ 


Dear Nicky, 

Tm fifteen and I attended your Crusade in Wilmington, 
N.C, My life has been entirely different since then, but I’m 
discouraged because I still have the same urges as before. 1 
was going pretty heavy with a boy and we decided to stop sin- 
ning after I gave my heart to Christ. Now he is asking me to 
start back—and I want to. What’s wrong with me? Do I need 
to be saved again? Must I go on living such a defeated life? 

Polly 


Dear Polly, 
God's plan for you is a victorious one. Jesus said, “I came 


not only to give you eternal life, but abundant life as well.” — 


Let me suggest several things that will help you. 

First, your sin-is forgiven. You started in a new direction 
when you were born again, but now you must grow. You had 
your sins removed when you were washed in the blood of 
Jesus, and now that place where they were must be filled. 
(Read Luke 11:24-26.) 

Second; newborn infants need food regularly and in in- 
creasing amounts. We have a little baby girl in our house. 


Early in life she drank milk. Now she is beginning to eat~ 


baby food from a jar. As she grows bigger and cuts her teeth, 
she will begin to eat meat. In the same way, as a spiritual 
babe, you need the food of God’s Word. 
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Third, you cannot live a life of victory without having the 
filling of the Holy Spirit. Jesus said: 


“If ye then, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto 


your children: how much more shall your heavenly father 
give the Holy Spirit to them that ask him?” (Luke 11:13). 

Be assured that God has given you victory over your temp- 
tations. The Scripture promises, “Sin shall not have domin- 
ion over you.” However, if your boyfriend keeps on: sug- 
gesting you fall back into sin, divorce yourself from him. I 
know you'll make it with Jesus. 

Nicky ` 


Dear Nicky, 

I am fourteen years old and am afraid to die. Last night I 
dreamed a dark angel came into my room and tried to take 
me away into death. I woke up screaming in fear. Today I 
know I am not ready to die. What can I do? 

Lester 


Dear Lester, 

God may have permitted you to have this dream to make 
you realize that you have neglected the most important thing 
in this life and the next. You can have peace in your heart 
and assurance of your salvation if you will humbly acknowl- 
edge yourself as a sinner, ask God’s forgiveness, and trust in 
Christ as your Savior. Many times God speaks to me in 


dreams and visions, and I am thankful that He loves you : 


enough to give you this warning. 
Just ask Jesus to come into your heart. He loves you and 
He will take away all fear as you learn to trust Him. 
Nicky 


Straight Sex Stuff 


Dear Nicky, 

Drugs aren’t the only thing you can get high on. You can 
get high on sex too, After experimenting with a bunch of fel- 
lows who just wanted to use me, I turned to God for help, 
Bui no help came. I couldn’t sleep at night because I 
dreamed awful dreams. I spent the nights crying pitifully 
and praying for a change in my life. But the next afternoon I 
was back at those guys’ apartment, letting them use me for 
all sorts of things. I didn’t have to go back, but something 
kept forcing me. Is it all right for me to keep on this way? 

Nancy 


Dear Nancy, 

No, it is not all right. You are sinning. The Bible teaches 
unmistakably that no fornicators or adulterers can enter the 
Kingdom of Heaven. No amount of rationalizing can take 
this fact away. The Bible says, “Flee youthful lusts,” and 
warns against fornication. 

Sex desires are perfectly normal. God Himself created this 
Magnetism between the sexes. However, if you give yourself 
to lustful men, who care nothing for the real you, it is the 
wrong way to fulfill the sex desire. You are a person, created 
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in the image of God, and should demand that you be treated 
with dignity and respect. 

You have tried to turn.to God but the call of the world 
was too strong. This means you need help. Quickly, before it 
is too late, find a mature Christian (preferably a woman) and 
confide in her. Some problems cannot be handled alone, and 
with this one I suspect you need help. I will be praying for 
you. 

‘Nicky 


My mother has told me I can go out on dates, but she has 
forbidden me to pet. All the kids do it, some of them even in 
the parking lot of our church. What’s wrong with it anyway? 

Sue 


| 
Dear Nicky, ; | 


Dear Sue, 

Petting, which is nothing more than making love without 
having sexual intercourse, can bring injury to the persons in- 
volved, to the conscience, and to the personality. Therefore, 
it is wrong. eee 

Petting is simply yielding to the lower impulses. It paves _ 
the way for immorality. 

When I began to seek a wife, I looked for a girl who had 
not been pawed over by some slobbering boy. I praise the 
Lord I found such a girl in my Gloria. One of the reasons we ` 
have had such a happy marriage is that Gloria didn’t play 
fast and loose ‘with her emotions and passions beforehand. 
Now our life is full and rich and we can enjoy the intimacies 
of marriage much more, because she kept herself pure and 


clean. - 
Nicky 
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Dear Nicky, 

My parents are church members and they think I’m a good 
girl. I sing in the choir and work with the children in Sun- 
day school. But during the week I can’t keep my mind off a 
certain boy. Last week we went to his dad’s cabin on the lake 

and spent the afternoon in sex. Now I realize I don’t love 
him, just the sensations. I want to go back and back but I 
know it is wrong. I’m in. the tenth grade and if my parents 
knew this they'd lock me in a dungeon forever. 

Lois 


Dear Lois, 

First of all, face the fact that you have sinned. Sin needs to 
be forgiven. Unless it is forgiven it will lead you into more 
sin. Therefore, before you do anything else, confess your sin 
before God and ask His forgiveness. 

Next, remember that Christ is stronger than Satan. Thus, 
I am asking you to do something specific. Go to some quiet 
place and kneel, down and tell Jesus all about your problems. 
Tell Him the things you have been doing and tell Him 
about your temptations. Then, ask Him to forgive you and 
give you the power to overcome the lust which you described 
in your letter. Thank Him for hearing you and being your 
Savior and tell Him that you intend to talk to Him, anytime, 
day or night, when the old urges come back. 

Finally, get a Bible and start reading it. Read the Gospel 
of John straight through. Then read it again three times. 
Also, turn to the Book of Proverbs in the Old Testament and 
read one chapter a day for the next year. That means you 
will have read it through twelve times in a year. Ask the 
Holy Spirit to interpret the passages to you, and you will find 
_ the power of God is much stronger than the power of Satan, 
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who would pull you back to the things of the flesh. If you do 
this, I promise you your heart will be filled with joy and 
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peace. 


Nicky 


Dear Nic, ; 

Last year we moved to Detroit so my daddy could go to 
work in a garage. My Mom works too, and I was home alone 
every afternoon after school until past dark. The man next 
door works the night shift and he started coming over. Hes 
twice my age and has several children. One afternoon I went 
to bed with him and now he keeps coming back over and 
wanting me to do it again. I’m afraid—afraid of God, afraid 
of getting caught, afraid of getting pregnant. What can I do? 
Is it possible for God to forgive me? 

Joan 


Dear Joan, 

The Bible teaches that before we can be forgiven we have 
to repent. Just being afraid you'll get caught, or being afraid 
you'll wind up pregnant is not good enough. You ‘have to sin- 
cerely recognize the wrongness of adultery and realize that 
you have entered into a relationship which God says is to be 
reserved for marriage alone. 

After you get things settled between you and God, you will 
need to get things settled-next door. I suggest you tell the 
man that you have repented of your sin and have denounced 


it once and for all. Tell him that he is never to come back 


over to your house ‘unless your parents are there—that you 
will never, never allow him to touch you again. If he persists, 
tell him you have no choice but to tell your father what has 
happened. I think that will do the trick. 

Nicky 
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Dear Nicky, 

I am a homosexual. I am living with an emotional man 
who is very feminine. I feel he needs me and can only func- 
tion when he has someone to watch over him. If I left him he 
would be torn to shreds by the wolves in our society. I have 
been studying the Bible trying to find what God has to say 
about homosexual relationships. Can you help me? 


Troy 


Dear Troy, 

Many years ago while Paul the Apostle was living in Cor- 
inth, Greece, he wrote a letter to the chufch at Rome. Cor- 
inth was the capital of immorality of the ancient world, giv- 
ing in to homosexual practices and claiming they were of a 
religious nature—and therefore all right. This is what the 
Bible has to say about this kind of sexual perversion: “These 
men deliberately forfeited the truth of God and accepted a 
lie, paying homage and giving service to the creature instead 
of to the Creator, who alone is worthy to be worshiped for 
- ever and ever, amen. God therefore handed them over to dis- 
graceful passions. Their women exchanged the normal prac- 
tices of sexual intercourse for something which is abnormal 
and unnatural. Similarly the men, turning from natural in- 
tercourse with women, were swept into lustful passions for 
one another. Men with men performed these shameful 
horrors, receiving, of course, in their own personalities the 
consequences of sexual perversity. 

“Moreover, since they considered themselves too high and 
mighty to acknowledge God, He allowed them to become the 
slaves of their degenerate minds, and to perform unmention- 
able deeds. They became filled with wickedness, rottenness, 
greed and malice; their minds became steeped in envy, mur- 
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der, quarrelsomeness, deceitfulness and spite. They became 
. . . God-haters.” (Romans 1:25-30 Phillips) 
My advice is to separate from this man and ask God to 
help you abstain from these evil practices. 
; Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I am nineteen years old and find myself drowning in a sea 
of corrupt dreams. I’m overpowered by the feeling Pm ho- 
mosexual and recently have found myself actually seeking 
out female partners to practice with. Is there any hope for 
me? i 

“Sharon 


Dear Sharon, 

By all means talk to some trusted adviser about your prob- 
lem. I would suggest you consult a Christian physician or a 
Spirit-filled pastor. Remember this: through the Spirit of 
God you can be changed.’ When the Holy Spirit lives in a 
person there is a great resource for power. “For God hath not 
given us the spirit of fear, but of Power.” 

In I Corinthians 6:9 Paul talks about some homosexuals 
who lived in Corinth. Then he goes on to say, “And such 
were some of you,” indicating that some of the homosexuals 
had been changed and were now normal, happy Christians. 
They had been changed by the power of God. 

Some modern psychologists and psychiatrists say the homo- 
sexual is hopeless. Homosexuals themselves, enjoying their 
way of life, have recently been banding together and demon- 
strating in public, asking for public acceptance of their “gay” 
way of life. In California, a group has even gone:so far as to 
form their own;church. Their pastor, himself a practicing 
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homosexual, declares that there is no hope for the homosex- 
ual and therefore they should just “give in” and accept it. To 
refute this, let me share a letter I received this last year. 


Dear Nicky, 

Iam a male Lesbian (a female who plays the role of a 
male in a homosexual relationship). I have been “married” 
four times. For six years I was caught in this kind of web, be- 
lieving there was no way out. Then, through the ministry of 
a Spirit-filled housewife, I was delivered from the demonic 
grip of Satan. As with alcoholics, once a queer always a queer 
(but by the grace of God under control). Being a homosex- 
ual is just as much a handicap as being hooked on junk. It’s 
a lonely and insecure life, and if anyone needs the love of 
Jesus Christ it is us. It’s very sad to see so many of my old ho- 
mosexual friends floundering about in the sea of sin, believ- 
ing there is no escape. It’s sad, because unless they leave the 
“gay life” behind them, just like the addict, they will never 
have inner peace. Lesbians are also God's lost sheep, and I 
thank God for the Shepherd, Jesus Christ, who reached out 
in His tender mercy and returned me to the fold of righ- 
teousness. 


Lucy 


The Bible tells us that faith is the substance of things hoped 
for, Sharon, Have faith that you can be made whole. 


Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

My family and I left Texas in 1958 and came to Berkeley 
and have been on welfare ever since. I grew up very lonely. I 
started running away from home, and the authorities took 
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me from head doctor to head doctor. In the eleventh grade I 
- started drinking and running with homosexuals, but I’m still 
looking for love. I've been listening to a Christian radio pro- 
gram and want to know if this Jesus they talk about can 
really save you from a life like this. 
Rudy 


Dear Rudy, 

The Bible tells us that God grieves when we sin because 
He loves us and desires that we be happy and have peace of 
mind. The Scriptures say that all sin can be forgiven if we 
turn to Jesus Christ, Jesus said to the adulteress, “Neither do 
I condemn you; go your way and sin no more.” Christ longs 
to forgive and cleanse you, but you must accept His forgive- 
ness, 


Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I can’t keep my mind off girls. Even when I sit in class I 
find myself undressing them with my eyes. At night I lay in 
bed and think evil thoughts. Every chance I get I read filthy 
magazines. What's wrong with me? Are all sixteen-year-old 
boys like me? 


Wilbur 


Dear Wilbur, 

No, not all sixteen-year-old boys are like you, but some 
are. Lust is the most common sex problem. Lust is desire 
gone out of control. There is nothing wrong with sexual de- 
sires, but it is possible for your sexual desire to be wrongly 

“directed. Jesus said that the Christian must discipline his de- 
sires and so exclude thoughts of sexual relations outside 
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marriage. “Anyone who even looks at a woman with lust in 
his eye has already committed adultery with her in his heart” 
(Matthew 5:28) . 

Reading literature that is designed to be sexually stimulat- 
ing is like putting garbage in your mind. Avoid it, for the 
mental pictures that remain will haunt you for a long time 
to come. 

Because the sexual desire or drive, which in itself is nor- 
mal, can get out of control and be misdirected, the Bible 
emphasizes your need for the Holy Spirit’s power in your 
life. Read what the Apostle Paul has to say about this: 

“I advise you to obey only the Holy Spirit’s instructions.. 
He will tell you where to go and what to do, and then you 
won't always be doing the wrong things your evil nature 
wants you to. For we naturally love to do evil things that are 
just the opposite from the things that the Holy Spirit tells us 
to do; and the good things we want to do when the Spirit has 
His way with us are just the opposite of our natural desires. 
These two forces within us are constantly fighting each other 
to win control over us and our wishes are never free from 
their pressures.” (Gal. 5:16-17 Living Letters) 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 
I really don’t know how to write this, but I don’t have any- 
one élse to turn to. One of my buddies talked to his folks 
about this same problem and they took him to a head 
shrinker. Another talked to his pastor and the pastor was so. 
shocked he called the boy's dad and there was a big fuss. You 
see my problem is masturbation, Something tells me it’s 
not right. What do you say? 
Roger 
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Dear Roger, 

- Although there are no bad physical effects from this selfish, 

lustful practice, it is a bad habit and the follower of Christ 
- should make every effort at self-control to avoid it. The boy 

or girl who is unable to break this habit becomes troubled 
- by an accusing conscience and feelings of guilt. 

Continuing with this practice indicates that you are not 
emotionally mature. Even though the act may not physically 
harm the body, it does great damage to the personality. Vic- 

-tory over this problem can be found the same way victory 
over drugs is achieved—through the power of the Holy 
Spirit. 

I am praying you will find some Christian adviser you can 


talk to—and pray together that God will deliver you from’ 


the habit. 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

Several months ago I made a mistake and let a boy have 
me. Now he’s left town and I think I’m pregnant. I’m begin- 
ning my eleventh year in high school and am scared to death, 
Nicky, is there someplace out there in California I can come 
and get rid of the baby? What should I do? Please help me. 

Ginny 


Dear Ginny, 

Go immediately to your parents and explain the entire 
story. They will probably be deeply hurt over what has hap- 
pened, but since they love you they will stand beside you and 
help you in every way. 

Ask your mother if she will take you to a doctor for an ex- 
amination. He can tell you if you are really pregnant, and if 
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you are, will advise you about proper care. He can also ad- 
vise you concerning state-approved adoption agencies. 

Also, seek spiritual help. The fact that you are in this con- 
dition is evidence of your spiritual need. Most pastors are 
well equipped to deal with this problem. They have had 
much experience in dealing with similar situations and will 
be able to help in seeing that the baby is well taken care of 
and in leading you to seek and find forgiveness through Jesus 
Christ. 

Nicky 


I Always Give in to Temptation 


Dear Nicky, 

I am twenty-eight years old and am paroled for armed rob- 
bery. I have been in and out of prison for the last eleven 
years. Now that I am out this time the same old urges are 
there. I can’t help myself. Every time I see a cash register or 
safe I can hardly wait until I get a chance to get my fingers 
on it. Please help me, I always give in to temptation. 

David 


Dear David, 

Without God no man is strong enough to resist tempta- 
tion. For some the temptation is drugs, For others it is sex. 
Some always fall for the temptation of lying or talking about 
others. For many the temptation is alcohol or tobacco. Yours 
happens to be stealing. 

God understands this. He knows temptations of this na- 
ture come from Satan. Since He knows the terrible pressures 
Satan keeps us all under, He sent His Son into the world—to 
take away the guilt and penalty of our sins and give us the 
Strength to overcome. 

The Bible says, “There hath no temptation taken you but 


such as is common to man; but God is faithful, who will not_ 
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suffer you to be tempted above that ye are able; but will with 
the temptation also make a way of escape, that ye may be 
able to bear it” (I Cor. 10:13). 

In other words, when temptations come, stop looking in- 
ward to your weakness, but turn your eyes upon Jesus. Ask 
God to be true to His promise and show you the way of 
escape. 

Above all, do not deliberately put yourself in a position to 
be tempted, such as taking a job as a bank guard. One young 
person .I know was delivered from drugs. The next day, re- 
joicing over his new freedom, he returned to the psychedelic 
shop to prove his strength. Before the day was over he had 
taken another LSD cube. Satan, whom the Bible describes as ` 
a roaring lion going about seeking whom he may devour, 
will tempt you at your weakest point. Therefore, do not ex- 
pose your weakness to Satan’s onslaughts. Do not deliberately 
walk into his lion’s den. 

One final point. The reason your heart longs to steal is 
that your heart is empty. Even a Christian often has an 
empty heart and yearns for the things of the flesh to satisfy 
him. The Bible says it is possible for all Christians to be 
“filled” with the Holy Spirit. Such an experience, if kept 
fresh day by day, will crowd out all the other desires. Jesus 
was able to resist temptation because he was filled with the 
Holy Spirit. Now that Jesus has returned to His father He 
wants to fill you with the same Spirit that occupied His body. 
So, after you accept Jesus and then ask the Father to fill you 
with the Holy Spirit, temptations can be successfully com- 
bated—not in your own power, but by the power of the Holy 
Spirit who fights for you. 

` Nicky 
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Dear Nicky, 

1 tried to commit suicide, but failed at that. I’m so-con- 
fused. I know how to become a Christian but Christianity 
ain’t my bag. Man, I need help. Right now, as soon as I finish 
this letter, I’m going to meet three guys in a car and we'll go 
through the same thing all over. I’m like putty, and all men 
want is to use me for half-an-hour and then push me aside. 
My friends tell me that if I’m going to be this way I might as 
_ well get paid for it. But you see, Pm just-a foolish tenth- 
grade girl who is seeking help . . . but theres nobody to 
help me. 

Laura 


Dear Laura, 

Let me answer you directly. First of all, I don’t think you 
really want help. If you did, you’d be willing to try anything 
—even Jesus Christ. I’ve never known anyone who accepted 
Christ who wished later they hadn’t. How do you know 
Christianity “ain’t your bag” until you try it? 

The fact that you recognize your problem puts you far 
ahead of most girls caught in this web. The majority of girls 
Gloria and I talk to who are misusing their bodies refuse to 
recognize the sinfulness of it. However, at least you know 
you are being “used,” which is a step in the right direction. 
Remember who you are. You are made in the image of 
God. For you, the Son of God sacrificed His life. God loves 
you and is close beside you. Even while: you are “making 
out” with those boys, Jesus-Christ will be right there in the 
car with you—loving you with a love so poea that the things 
of the flesh seem like filth. 

Perhaps you are seeking love through ilicit sex because 
you have never felt loved in any other way. The large num- 
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ber of girls that Gloria and I minister to, who are trying to 
break the bondage of illicit sex, tell us they were never loved 
as children. Thus, when they got older they tried to fill this 
void with counterfeit love. 

Your letter indicates you have no one to talk to about this 
matter. Talk to God. Then seek out some understanding, 
mature Christian woman and talk to her. Just because a 
woman is over thirty’doesn’t mean she can’t understand, 

` Give God a chance. He won't let you down. 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 
I believe in Jesus, but am always faced with the same 


temptations that bugged me before I accepted Him. Is there 


any way to overcome these temptations? 
Pat 


Dear Pat, 

Don’t look for an easy way out. God never promised to re- 
move temptations, but to give us the strength to overcome 
them. Even Jesus was subject to temptations. The Bible says 
“He was tested in all things like as we, yet without sin,” 
Jesus began his earthly ministry by overcoming the tempta- 
tions of Satan while he fasted in the wilderness, The night 
before He was crucified, some three years later, He was again 
subject to temptation. If Jesus had to face temptations all 
His life, then why should we expect preferential treatment? 

Besides, temptations often have beneficial effects. “Tribu- 
lation worketh patience; And patience, experience; and ex- 
perience, hope; and hope maketh not ashamed” (Romans 
5:3-5). Temptation shows what people really are. It makes 
the Christian stronger when he, through the power of the 
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Holy Spirit, overcomes. It causes him to discover the 
resources of his power. Often during such times of tempta- 
tion you will discover that Christ is real to you; you will feel 
the power of the Holy Spirit and will be able to rejoice over 
the victory. Small wonder James said, “Count it all joy when 
you fall into various kinds of temptations; knowing this, that 
the trying of your faith worketh patience. But let. patience 
have her perfect work, that ye may be perfect and entire, 
wanting nothing” (James 1:2-4). 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I am twenty-six years old and all my life I never under- 
stood God. I tried doctors, priests, nuns, and just everyday 
people, but no one knew the answer. I prayed to God for 
help, but He never seemed to answer me. It seems like I am 
at the crossroads of hell, Before me are wicked temptations 
which I know will ruin me forever, but I seem powerless to 
resist. Can you help me? 

Dora 


Dear Dora, 

Let me answer your letter by sharing word-for-word a por- 
tion from another letter I received recently. It comes from a 
twenty-four-year-old girl in Waterbury, Connecticut: 


Dear Nicky, 

Last night I thought I had gone crazy. I heard a voice in 
my mind. 4 had always heard if you hear voices you've gone 
crazy. I asked this voice, “Who are you?” The voice an- 
swered: “I am God. I live inside every human being and I 
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will talk to anybody and help him, if he will only listen to 
Me.” = 

So, Nicky, I started asking questions like, “Well, how 
come You don’t do-something to help all of us addicts?” 

The voice ‘replied: “I am not a heartless God. I don’t make 
people and just turn them loose. But I also don’t make peo- 
ple to do everything for them either. What would be the 
sense of that? I will take care of all problems, if you will just 
come to Me.” 

I said, “But I’m so weak. I know I can’t refuse drugs.” 

The voice replied, “Who are you kidding? You know noth- 


` ing can make you happy but Me. Next time you are tempted, 


come, and talk to Me and I will bring you peace.” 
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Even though I am a Christian I have evil thoughts con- 
stantly running through my mind. I can’t stop them from en- 
tering, since many of them were placed there before I be- 
came a Christian. What can I do? 

Sam 


You see, Dora, your experience is not abnormal. It is Satan’s 

plan to distract you from Jesus by sending evil thoughts which 

bother you. If I were you, I would rejoice that Satan consid- 
ers you good enough to use as a target. 

There is a basic difference between a Christian and a non- 
Christian. When the non-Christian has evil thoughts, he 
enjoys them. The Christian abhors them. Yet in the heart of 
the Christian is the power, given by Christ, to select the right 
rather than the wrong thoughts. Two young people walk side 
by side down the street. One turns into a house where they 
are having a “pot party.” The other walks on to another 
house where a prayer meeting is in progress. The second per- 
son was undoubtedly tempted to go with his friend to the pot 
party. But as this thought came to his mind he made another 
selection, and headed for the prayer meeting instead. 

It is not the thoughts you have that count, but what you 
decide to do with your thoughts. Some people let their 
thoughts control them. Others, by the help of the Holy 
Spirit, control their thoughts. One of the. “fruits of the 
Spirit” listed in the Bible is that of “self-control.” When 
Christ is your Master, then you ought to be the master of 
your thoughts. When bothered by Satan, then take authority, 
just as Jesus took authority over the Satanic powers when He 
was on earth. Try something, The next time you find these 
evil thoughts entering your mind, command in a loud voice: 
“SATAN, IN THE NAME OF JESUS I COMMAND YOU 
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TO LEAVE MY MIND ALONE!!” If you don’t think 
there’s power in the name of Jesus, just try this the next time 
you’re bothered, and watch Satan flee. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

Tm in jail and am twenty years old. I have been running 
away just like you ran. In fact, that’s why I’m here. I ran 
away from a county work farm and now I’m gonna go to 
prison. Last week a probation officer came by and prayed for 
me. This is the first time anyone prayed for me. He in- 
structed me on how to ask God to come into my heart. It 
helped like nothing ever has before. But I’m afraid God 
won't stay in my heart. I know I can’t leave drugs alone; yet 
I want to go all the way with God. I need someone to pull 
me out of this quicksand that I’m stuck in. I want to leave 
the old me behind and walk only with God. But I’m afraid, 
Nicky, please help me. I’m tired of running. 


Joe 


Dear Joe, 

The Bible says if you believe on Jesus Christ and accept 
Him into your heart, you are saved. We must believe in 
Christ as our Savior at all times. That’s all it takes. Salvation 
is not something you earn; it is something God does for you 
when you ask Him. 

When you prayed with the probation officer and accepted 
Christ and His forgiveness, God forgave you. Don’t doubt it, 
Joe. When He said He would never leave us or forsake us, 
He was telling the truth. Sure, we have problems and times 
when things seem to go wrong, but we always have someone 
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to talk with and help us through our bad times. That’s your 
wonderful Savior, Jesus Christ. 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I was on drugs for five years. I lived in a hippie commune 
and for a time was a part of a “family” in California. Last 
summer I was on the boardwalk at a Florida beach and met 
some ex-hippies who were turned on to Jesus Christ. They 
told me about their experiences and invited me to accept 
Jesus as my Savior. I did, and since then things have been 
vastly different. We preach on street corners, in parking lots, 
and on the beach. But there are times when the craving for 
drugs is so sirang I almost die. Can you help me? 

Norman 


Dear Norman, 

The same Lord who changed the direction of your life can 
give you victory over this appetite for drugs. You did not 
mention whether you had received the baptism of the Holy 
Spirit. In my work with the boys at Outreach for Youth, we 
find that the appetite for drugs often remains even after sal- 
vation. Only the filling of the Holy Spirit, prayer and Bible 
study.can completely drive this demonic force from you. 

However, don’t think that the temptation means that you 
are not truly converted. Such a habit has its physical as well 
as spiritual effects. Drug addiction is a kind of illness, but it 
was caused by your sinful desires. Now you must rely on 
Christ to give you more power than the power of the habit. 
This will come when He baptizes you with His Spirit. Every 
day you walk with Jesus gives you more strength and power. 

I urge you to pay close attention to your spiritual diet. 
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You can get the proper food only through a systematic study 
of the Bible. Sermons help. Praise helps. But nothing takes 
the place of a personal study of God’s Word. Peter said, “As 
newborn babes, desire the sincere milk of the Word that ye 
may grow thereby.” Get in a Bible-study class. If you don’t 
have one at the house where you're staying, start one your- 
self, It’s an absolute necessity. 

Pray constantly. When the tempter comes, go to God in 
prayer. When you feel happy and joyful, go to God in prayer. 
While you are in prayer, the devil has no power. Tell God 
about your trouble and ask for new deliverance. 

Then this final thought. When I was working with Teen 
Challenge in New York, we had a young heroin addict come 
crawling up the steps one afternoon begging for help, I min- 
istered to him for three days. At the end of the second day he 
was going into convulsions as he kicked the habit cold tur- 
key. Screaming and clawing at himself, he cried out, “If I 
don’t have a fix, I'll die!” 

My advice to him was this: 

“Then die. That’s what Christ is waiting for you to do so 
He can be the resurrection and life in your dead body.” 

Jesus told us to take up the cross daily and follow Him, 
The cross has but one meaning—death. Death to self, Death 
to your rights to ever have your own way. Death to the right 
to give in to temptation. Go ahead and die—and when you 
do, Jesus will resurrect you to walk in the newness of life. 

Nicky 


Does Anyone Care? 


G 


Dear Nicky, 

I think yowre a fake. You can’t tell me that all the suffer- 
ing you had in your life was changed just because one-man 
(God) that you can’t see, talk to, or touch came into your 
life. 

I’ve had a life similar to yours, and I’m twenty years old 
and still haven’t found anything like what you were talking 
about. If you can prove this God of yours is really what you 
claim, yow ll have a convert. Until then, I think you're just a 
phony like all the rest of the folks in this stinking world. 

Mack 


Dear Mack, 

How do you know I can’t see God, talk to Him, or touch 
Him. Have you ever tried it? You will never know the an- 
swer until you make the leap of faith and repent of your sin 
and ask the “Invisible One” to take control of your 
life. This is more than just mouthing a few words. It is an act 
of desperation that says: 

“Even if there is no God, I am going to turn my back on 
my sin and reach out in faith. Though He kill me, yet will I 
trust Him.” 
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When you reach that point in your life, then you will see 
(as I have seen), you will hear (as I have heard), and you 
will be touched (as I have been touched) by the reality of 
the Living Christ. 

God cares. He cares sõ much that He will wait until we cry 
out to Him before intervening in our lives. He cares so much 
He will not violate the sanctity of your freedom to reject 
Him. He cares enough to send His Son, Jesus Christ, to die 
on the cross for your sin even though you may continue to 
spit on Him and say it isn’t so. That’s how much He cares, 

I can’t prove that God exists by what I say. No man can. I 
could talk myself blue in the face and you'd never believe 
me. But.can you deny the reality of my life? Once I was an 
animal in the streets of Brooklyn. I lived like an animal; I 
talked like an animal; I thought like an animal. Now Iam a 
man—and it happened because Jesus Christ came into my 
life and changed me. You may deny everything I say, but you 
can’t deny what has happened to me. 

I think you're looking for excuses so you won’t have to be- 
lieve. As long as you are thinking this way, you will never see 
Him. However, if you change your philosophy, and start 
looking for reasons why you should believe, you'll find them 
all around you. 

A lot of young people go through this world saying, “No 
one cares.” That’s because they don’t want anyone to care. | 
They want people to feel sorry for them. But it’s a lie to say 
“no one cares.” Jesus cares. And so do those in whom He 
lives. You know that if you acknowledge this, you will have 
to respond ta His love-and that will mean letting Him 
change your life. Frankly, I don’t think you’re ready for that. 
‘When you get desperate enough to cry out to God like I did, 
then He will flood you with His Power'and His Presence and 
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you'll no longer be able to say you can’t believe. You'll kave 
to believe because He will live in your heart. 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I’m a Puerto Rican cop in Brooklyn. Why are we put 
down so much? Why are there young Puerto Ricans who go 
about not caring and falling into their own private and se- 
cluded world of drugs? It isn’t fair. All we are to the world is 
greasy spics. I wish I could destroy these funky, urinated ten- 
ements. I wish I could destroy the pushers and all those who 
take advantage of my people. But I am just one man pound- 
ing a beat, trying to enforce the law. It seems that education 
is the answer, bui we ave deprived even of this in the ghetto. 
Almost every day I have to arrest one of my own people who 
out of desperation, had sought the only way out of the ghetto 
—drugs. What is the answer? Why doesn’t anyone care? 

Juan 


Dear Juan, 

Hold on a minute. I’m a Puerto Rican and I don’t think 
the world looks on me as a greasy spic. During the last. ten 
years I’ve been invited to speak in many places from the 
University of California to Royal Albert Hall in London. 
I've had Roman Catholic priests and Southern Baptist min- 
isters come to me for advice, asking me to pray for them. 
Why? Not because I’m a Puerto Rican but because Jesus 


Christ lives in me. When Jesus Christ lives in you, people. 


will see beyond the outward appearance and see the reality 
of the Living God. People in need don't care about the color 
or shape of the body Christ resides in. They want Jesus to 
speak to them. 


DOES ANYONE CARE? 75 


Don’t misunderstand me. I, too, weep over the miserable 
slum conditions in the big cities of the world. But Jesus 
didn’t come to get man out of the ghetto—but to get the 
ghetto out of man. He didn’t come to put a new suit of 
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clothes on the-old man, but to put a new man in the old suit 
of clothes. That’s what He did for me, and that’s what He 


wants to do for the millions of oppressed and downtrodden ` 


peoples of this world. 

Education is only part of the answer. Jesus is the Answer. 
Once a man has Jesus, he will learn. We've all seen what has 
happened in the slums of the big cities. Urban renewal has 
knocked down the tenement buildings and built sparkling 
new apartments. Then, in less than two years, these. new 
apartments’ look like slums. The windows are knocked out, 
the doors are off the hinges, children and adults alike use 
the halls as toilets. You can have all the slum clearance and 
education you want, but unless there is a new man in the old 
body, things will be just the same as before. 

Billy Graham tells of a man who took `a pig and scrubbed 
him clean, sprayed him with expensive perfume, polished his 
hoofs, and put a pink ribbon around his neck. He took the 
pig into the living room and put him on the sofa. But as soon 
as the back door was open, the pig ran out and jumped in a 
mud puddle. He was still a pig. 

The answer ta the slum problem, the answer to the dope 
problem, the answer to all the social ills of the world lies 
PRIMARILY in Jesus Christ. By itself, everything else is a 
waste of time and money. After the people have been evan- 
gelized and their lives have been changed, then the 
education and urban renewal programs have their purpose. 
But before anything else is done, a man must first be born 
again by the Spirit of God. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 
I am forty years old and without a single soul who loves 
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me. I’ve never written a letter to anyone in my life, but I 
want to know if you would send me some Scriptures here in 
prison that would tell me how to be happy. 


Dan 


Dear Dan, 

The Bible does show us the way to happiness, but some- 
times that happiness comes in different ways than you might 
expect, 

Tm enclosing some Scripture verses that will point you to 
true happiness—which is found only in Jesus Christ. But let 
me quote you a few here in this letter so you can get an idea 
of how Jesus says happiness comes: 

“How happy are the humble-minded, for the Kingdom of 
Heaven is theirs! 

“How happy are those who know what sorrow means, for 
they will be given courage and comfort! 

“Happy are those who claim nothing, for the whole earth 
will belong to them! 

“Happy are those who are hungry and thirsty for good- 
ness, for they will be fully satisfied! 

“Happy are the merciful, for they will have mercy shown 
to them! 

“Happy are the utterly sincere, for they will see God! 

“Happy are those who make peace, for they will be known 
as the sons of God! 

“Happy are those who have suffered persecution for the 
cause of goodness, for the Kingdom of Heaven is theirs! 

“And what happiness will be yours when people blamé. 
you and ill-treat you and say all kinds of slanderous things 
against you for my sake! Be glad then, yes, be tremendously 
glad—for your reward in heaven is magnificent. They perse- 
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cuted the prophets before your time in exactly the same 
way.” (Matthew 5:3-11 Phillips) 
Nicky. 


Dear Nicky, 

I got a letter from my wife’s attorney. She is filing for di- 
vorce. That's pretty rough to take when you're over here in 
Vietnam trying to defend the helpless people from commu- 
nism. She has taken my two baby daughters and gone off 
with another man. I’ve tried to live for Jesus Christ, but per- 
haps love and faith is not all it takes to make one happy. To 
her, it was money; a house, and luxury. Doesn’t anyone care? 
Where was God when this happened? 

Philip 
Dear Philip, 

A young mother, whose little boy was run down by a 
drunken driver, cried out the same question you have just 
asked. 

“Where was God,” she wept bitterly, “when my son was 
killed?” A wise old preacher answered back in gentle tones, 
“He was the same place He was when evil men killed His 
Son.” 

God has not created us and left us alone. He lives with us. 
He walks with us. He knows our problems and He cares. He 
has sent His Holy Spirit into the world to empower men and 
women to overcome problems and move on to greater things, 

The reason our loved ones turn against'us, the reason little 
babies get run over by drunken drivers, the reason we are 
nearly overcome with sickness and disease—both physical 
and moral-—is sin. Mankind is born in sin, and unless he is 
converted and comes to Jesus Christ, he continues to live in 
sin and cultivates its fruits in the vineyard of life. 
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It’s tragic that a woman would be so heartless, cruel, and 
selfish that she would take the children and divorce her hus- 
band while he was overseas. I can only point you to Jesus 
Christ who suffered every kind of humiliation at the hands 
of those whom he loved—yet rose victorious over it and is 
alive today, giving victory to those who follow after Him. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, Z 
. I'm sixteen years old and a junior in high school. My par- 
ents are poor and because of this I can’t have any nice clothes 
like my friends. I want to serve God but don’t see how I can 
do it when people make fun of the way I have to dress and 
because we don’t have a nice car like everyone else. 

Sally 


Dear Sally, 

Jesus loves the poor in a special way and will equip you 
(perhaps not with money or fine clothes) to do His will. Per- 
haps it will be by giving you a sweet, humble spirit. Perhaps 
it will be by making you good, gentle, and kind. Perhaps it 
will be by giving you strong convictions, or maybe by giving 
you the special gift of love for those who are unfortunate. 
You should thank God that you have parents who are doing 
the best they can and who have taught you to love Jesus 
Christ and serve Him. Poverty can be a great blessing, but 
even if it is a handicap, I want you to know that you can rise 


. above it and serve Christ regardless. 


You're only sixteen years old, but I want to share a portion 
of one of the most remarkable letters I’ve ever received. It 
was written with pencil in a large, scrawled handwriting. It 
comes from a seventy-year-old man who lives in a railroad 
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shack on the Union Pacific right-of-way. He signed his name 
only “Brother Nelson.” 


Dear Nicky, i 
My soul has been galvanized by God’s grace through the 
tremendous inspiration I received from your testimony. I 
want to smash Satan with every weapon available. I have 
‘walked the concrete jungles of the sidewalks of New York as 
far back as 1923. Please pray for me regarding my endeavors 
to fast forty days for the salvation of my loved ones, especially 
_ my dear old father who at the age of ninety-four has never 


settled the old account and cannot read his title clear. I dis- _ 


tribute Gospel literature to about forty laundromats in 
Sodom and Gomorrah, better known as Las Vegas, Nevada. I 
have a big problem keeping supplied. I wish I could assist 
you financially but I have just a small old age pension and 
before the month is half gone I am destitute. I have to sell 
some of my furniture each month to buy enough gas to drive 
the ten milés into Las Vegas to distribute the tracts and testa- 
ments which I buy with my pension money. Many times I 
walk the railroad into town and hand out the Gospel. People 
ridicule me, knock me down, and push me against the sides 
of the buildings. But I don’t care. I’m on a mission for my 
King and Praise God for strength to serve Him. 
Brother Nelson 


Are you as rich as Brother Nelson, Sally? I’m sure you'll 
agree that, for all his earthly “poverty,” Brother Nelson has 
riches in Heaven. 


Nicky 
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What’s All This Stuff About Jesus? 


Dear Nicky, 

I don’t believe in God or Christ or nothing. But as of late 
I wonder where I’m going to. I got in trouble with the law 
for robbery and am on probation. I once tried to kill my 
Spanish teacher but couldn’t do it. You were a hood once, 
and now you are a saint, Maybe it could happen to me, too. I 
put that cross on the top of the front page so God would get 
this letter to you. If I get no answer then I will know there 


_ain’t no God. He can’t turn me down this time because I am 


sincere. Please write me and tell me that your book is true 
and what happened to you can happen to me. 

Leon 
Dear Leon, 

The book on my life, Run Baby Run, is true. And what 

happened to me can happen to you, too. You don’t have to 
understand it. There are many things in this world you can 
possess without understanding. Electricity is one of them. 
Few of us understand it; yet when we turn the switch the 
light comes on. : 
__ If you will come with the simple trusting faith of a little 
child and say, “Yes, Lord Jesus, I repent of my sin and 
accept you as my Savior,” He will give you a new dimension 
81 
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of living. He will open up a new world that you never 
dreamed existed. 

I don’t think putting the cross on the front page of your 
letter helped it get to me. The cross is not a good-luck charm, 
rather it was the instrument on which Christ died for your 
sin. The Bible says, “For whosoever shall call on the name of 
the Lord shall be saved.” This is all I did, and Christ saved 
me from a fate worse than death. He will do the same for 
you. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 
I am sixteen years old and I live in Lynn, Massachusetts. I 


have never been saved but I do believe very strongly that . 


there is a God. I believe that he is a wonderful person who 
can help people and perform miracles. want more than any- 
thing to be saved, but something holds me back. 

Mae 


Dear Mae, 

In the Book of Acts, the Philippian jailer asked Paul and 
Silas, “What must I do to be saved?” Paul gave him a straight 
answer: 

“Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be 
saved.” ` > 

You are standing at the doorway of salvation. The fact that 
you believe there is a God and know He can save you is half 
the battle. The other half is accepting Him as your Savior. 
All you have to do is tell Jesus Christ that you are moving 
out of the driver’s seat of your life and letting Him behind 
the wheel. But it’s up to you to scoot over. He will not push 
you or force you. He’s waiting for you to invite Him in. 

Nicky 
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Dear Nicky, 

I can’t accept it. I don’t understand how an individual to- 
tally lacking in spiritual beliefs can suddenly have them in- 
stilled in him to such a degree that he becomes a preacher! 


- Perhaps I have led a narrow-minded life, but I just don’t 


believe God can do this to a person like you. It doesn’t really 
matter, though, and you can drop this letter in the waste- 
basket as soon as you finish reading it. 

Larry 


Dear Larry, > 

Don’t get up-tight, man! There was more to my salvation 
than simply one day I was a sinner and the next day I was a 
preacher. I needed to repent of my sinful life—which I did, I 
needed to turn from my evil ways and ask Jesus to come into 
my life—which I did. Then I had to act on my salvation, 
which in this case was to turn my weapons over to the police 
—which I did, I needed to witness to others what Jesus had 
done for me—and I’m still doing it. 

Remember, “Christ came not to call the righteous, but sin- 
ners unto repentance.” 

A person who feels smug about his goodness never makes a 
good disciple of Christ. I am constantly aware of my sinful 
nature and am constantly asking God to keep me true. The 
scars of my former life are on my body. I carry a huge scar.on 
my hand where I was stabbed by one of the enemy gangs in 
New York—because I became a Christian. I’m proud of that 
scar, but I’m not proud of the other scars, especially those I 
inflicted upon others while I was running with the Mau 
Maus in Brooklyn. But God specializes in making sinners 
into saints, and even though I don’t understand how He did 
it, how His great love for me reached down from the purity 
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of Heaven into the filth of the ghetto and lifted me up and 


put my feet on a solid rock, nevertheless I praise God for it 


every day. I am constantly kneeling at the foot of the cross 
and saying, with the hymn writer: 


Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound 
That saved a wretch like me. 
I once was lost but now am found, 


Was blind, but now I see. 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

At first the Lord really was in my heart. Then, all of a sud- 
den, POW! I went wrong somewhere and it seems He left 
me. I’ve been fighting to get back to Him ever since. Please 


send me advice on how to get back.with the Lord. 
Greg 


Dear Greg, 
God did not leave you. You may feel that you have left 


Him. And like the father in Jesus’ story of the prodigal son, 
He is waiting for you to return to Him. 
The prophet Isaiah said: : 
“Seek ye the Lord while he may be found, call ye upon 
him while he is near: Let the wicked forsake his way and the 
unrighteous man his thoughts: and let him return unto the 
Lord and he will have mercy upon him, and to our God, for 


he will abundantly pardon.” Nicky 


Dear Nicky, — 
In my own life, I have been a Christian for some years. I 


have served the Lord in various ways in the church and com- 
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munity where I live. I have been successful in my profession 
as a doctor beyond anything I ever expected, Suddenly a few 
years ago, my heart and mind seemed to be turned against 
everything I had done with success and with the feeling of 
fulfillment for so long. I need help and therefore am writing 
you. 

Dale 


Dear Dale, 

Jesus said that unless we become as little children we can- ` 
not enter the Kingdom of Heaven. He also said, “Take heed, 
and beware of greed: for a man’s life consisteth not in the 
abundance of the things which he possesseth.” Perhaps some 
place along the road to success you took your eyes off Jesus 
and began to look to material things. 

I am including your letter in this book to let young people 
know that even though a man may become materially suc- 
cessful, unless he keeps Jesus first, his success does not bring 
fulfillment. Jesus said to the rich young ruler who, like you, 
had done everything humanly possible to inherit eternal life, 
“Sell all you have, give to the poor . . . and come, take up. 
the cross and follow me.” Later he turned to His disciples 
and talked about the difficulty a rich person has in entering 
the Kingdom of Heaven. So keep your eyes on Jesus . . . He 
alone satisfies. 

Nicky 


Dear Mr. Cruz, 

Tm a career soldier here in Vietnam. I want to live for 
Christ, but something always seems to prevent me from mak- 
ing that decision. Maybe I just do not understand Him. 
Please help me so I can become a better man, husband, and 
father. 


Glenn 
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Dear Glenn, : 

Last week I received a letter from another career soldier. 
He told of living a life of sin and debauchery while overseas. 
Several times he had attempted to turn to Christ, but each 
time his buddies in the barracks made fun of him and.called 
him “chicken.” 

I want to quote one of the paragraphs from his letter: 


Last Easter we had a battlefield service conducted by the 
chaplain. The CO made us all attend, because he knew that 
some of us might never come out of battle the next day. 
While the chaplain was preaching about the resurrection of 
Jesus, I got this weird feeling in: my stomach. I looked 
around at all my buddies that I had been out in sin with the 
night before. I began to think, Are they going to vouch for 
me at the judgment? Can they give me eternal life? Z began 
to realize whai a sucker I'd been. I had let Satan fool me into 
thinking that I answered to my buddies, rather than to God. 
And, Nicky, do you know what I did? I jumped up. right in 
the middle of the sermon and hollered at the chaplain, “Chap- 
lain, I want to be saved—right now!” Man, it really shook 
him up good. But he stopped everything he was doing and 
told me to kneel. down right where I was and ask Jesus into 
my heart. I did, and you know what happened? About half 
the other guys did the same thing. The next day some of 
those guys got zapped by Charlie and never came back. But it 
didn’t make no difference anymore, because Jesus took care 
of them—just like He’s taking care of me. Praise the Lord, 
Nicky! I don’t have to answer to anyone but Jesus anymore. 


How about it, Glenn? Is there anything strong enough to 
keep you from making your decision for Christ right now? 
Nicky 


` 
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Dear Nicky, 


Me and my pa moved to Salt Lake City last year. I got 
picked up for runaway and forgery and bad checks. They 
threw me in the Utah State Memorial Hospital in Provo and 
I stayed there for three months on terms that if I ran away 
I'd go to the State Industrial School. I ran away, so the SIS i 
where I ended up. Pm here now, and when I get out I’m 
gonna turn into a Christian just like you. 


Sylvester 


Dear Sylvester, 


: Why wait until you get out? Jesus can save you right there 
in the Industrial School. I can’t think of a finer place to wit- 


_ hess and tell others about Jesus than where you are. When I 


go to a city on a Crusade I always try to visit the industrial 
schools and juvenile detention homes. Sometimes they won’t 
let me in—but you're already in. Man, go ahead and accept 
Christ and get to work telling those other kids about how 
great He is. 

Here's part of a letter I received from‘a young man in the 
Tucker Prison Farm, Tucker, Arkansas. He couldn’t wait 
until he got out to accept Christ: 


At the age of twenty-three I was six days away from my 
date with the electric chair. But I am thankful to God that 
during this time I found Christ so that when my sentence 
was changed from death to life imprisonment, I knew I was 
not only saved from death, but from the second death as 
well, I am still in prison, but my spirit is free through Christ. 


I have found that even prison can be a mission field if your 
heart is free in the Spirit. 
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You can have that experience too, Sylvester—if you're 
willing. God’s ready. 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 
I belonged to the Pagans. I was seventeen when I got out 
of the gang and started to work. I moved in with a girl and 
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she got pregnant just about the time I got busted for car 
theft. I’ve been in jail five months now. They have church 
people who come in here every Sunday, and I listen to them. 
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But they can’t stay long, and I want to know how to give my 
heart to Jesus. Can you help me? 


Arthur 


Dear Arthur, 

There is no doubt about God’s willingness to forgive you. 
The Bible is filled with promises such as, “I, even I, am He 
that blotteth out thy transgressions for mine own sake, and 
will not remember thy sins.” 

Repentance means turning away from your sins. Make 
sure you have turned away from your sins. The Bible says, 
“Let the wicked forsake his way and the unrighteous man his 
thought, and let him return to the Lord . . .” You must for- 
sake your sinful ways before you are forgiven. 

When the church people come the next time, go up 
to the bars and talk to them. Tell them that you have re- 
pented of your sins, accepted Christ, and ask them to pray 
with you. Ask them if they will give you a Bible and some 
special literature. God’s people will always respond to this 
kind of request, and it won’t be long before you are part of 
some group of Christians who will be praying for you and 
awaiting your release from prison so you can work with 
them, 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I was ten yeurs old when [a was first locked up. Now I am 
thirty and havent been free but two years all this time. I 
have been a prisoner of Satan and a prisoner of society. Pm 
not asking freedom from society, but freedom from Satan 
and all this sin in my life—and all this hate. I want to be 
born again, Nicky, please answer this letter and tell me how. 

Dwight 
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Dear Dwight, 

Many years ago a man came to Jesus by night, asking how 
he could be set free from the prison within. Jesus told him it 
would be necessary to be born again. The only way you can 
be born again is to die first. This means you have to give up 
- your right to hate, your right to be bitter, your right to feel 
sorry for yourself. All these must die. Then you must invite 
Jesus Christ, who is the resurrection and the life, into your 
dead heart. He will come in, flooding in like the sunlight en- 
ters a tomb when the doors are thrown open. He will flood 
you with new life—abundant life. The Bible says, “There- 
fore if any man be in Christ, he is a new creature: old things 
are passed away; behold, all things are become new.” 

Nicky 


Dear N icky, 

I liked your book great but don’t understand this business 
about the baptism of the Holy Spirit. My preacher says that’s 
Pentecostal talk and I shouldn’t pay any atiention to it. He 
says ignorant kids like you in the ghetto may need stuff like 
that, but us good church members can get along without it. 

Albert 


Dear Albert, 

The baptism of the Holy Spirit is a genuine experience 
just like salvation. It is for all Christians. 

After His resurrection, Jesus took His disciples aside and 
breathed on them, saying, “Receive the Holy Spirit” (John 
20:22). Three days after Saul (later Paul) was converted, 
Ananias came to him, laid hands on him, and he was “filled 
witk the Holy Ghost” (Acts 9:17). When Paul came to 
Corinth he met a group of Christians and asked them, “Have 
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ye received the Holy Ghost since ye believed?” Like your 
preacher, they answered that they didn’t know such a thing 
was necessary—or even possible. The Scriptures say, “When 
Paul had laid hands‘upon them, the Holy Ghost came on 
them; and they spake with tongues, and prophesied” (Acts 
19:6). 

‘There are many, many other Scriptures I could quote to 
show you the utter necessity of every child of God receiving 
the filling of the Holy Spirit. 

If the baptism of the Holy Spirit was essential for Jesus 
(Matthew 3:16-17) and was essential for the 120 followers 
of Jesus so they might witness (Acts 1:8, 2:1-4), then who 
am I to say I don’t need it? As for it being reserved for 
“ignorant people”—that’s right! “God hath chosen the fool- 
ish things of the world to confound the wise” (I Cor. 1:27). 
One reason so many of the modern churches are powerless 
is that they have trusted in their intellectual ability rather 
than in the Spirit of God. Yet I thank God that in these days 
I am seeing hundreds of our “intellectuals,” including col- 
lege and seminary professors, medical doctors, attorneys and 
judges, wealthy businessmen and brilliant scientists—all put- 
ting aside their worldly wisdom and asking God for the bap- 
tism of the Holy Spirit. One of the modern rock singers says, 
“Times are a-changing.” He’s right, for in these latter days 
God is pouring out His Spirit upon all flesh, just like He 
said He would. 

Nicky 
Dear Nicky, 

I was saved three years ago and was “on fire” for about 
eight months, Now the fire has died down and I’m struggling 
to keep my head above water. 

Ed 
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Dear Nicky, 

Last year I won the beauty queen contest in our big high 
school. Now I have become a Christian and want to tell 
other kids about Christ, but I don’t have the courage. What 


is the secret to witnessing? 
Rhonda 


Dear Nicky, 

Im a senior here at Purdue. Through the ministry of Cam- 
pus Crusade I came: to Christ. But still there are no bells 
ringing. I feel I should be telling my friends about Jesus, but 
there is no power inside. What is the answer? 

Tim 


Dear Nicky, 

I’ve been sitting here at my desk in the guardhouse during 
the night shift reading Run Baby Run. Man, it really got 
close to me! Here in the army I keep slipping farther and far- 
ther away from God. The chapel services have no life, and 
the chaplains smoke and drink like the rest of us. The guys 
say they are “good Joes,” but honestly they like to have some- 
one down on their moral level so they won’t be convicted of 
their rottenness, In reading your book I see where you gave 
up your old life (rather, He took it from you) and now 
you’re trying to live holy, totally for God. Man, that’s what I 
want. I want to be different. What’s the secret? 

Doug 


I have lumped these four letters together since they talk 
about a common problem—powerlessness. The Christian 


_ does not have to live a powerless life. Jesus said, “Verily, 


verily I say unto you, He that believeth on me, the works 
that I do shall he do also; and greater works than these shall 
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he do; because I go unto my Father” (John 14:12). If you 
believe on Jesus, you will be filled with power, and the same 
miracles that Jesus performed can be performed through you. 
However, this is impossible unless the same Spirit (the Holy 
Spirit) that abides in Jesus abides in you too. For it is the 
Spirit that works the miracles, witnesses, and gives the power 
to overcome temptation—not the flesh. 

Jesus told His disciples who were gathered about, power- 
less and confused, “You shall receive POWER when the 
Holy Spirit has come upon you . . .” Therefore, if you want 
to be able to witness for Jesus, to perform miracles, to have 
signs and wonders following your ministry, to exercise the 
“gifts of the Spirit” (I Cor. 12:8-10) , then you must first re- 


-ceive the filling of the Holy Spirit. Everything else will fol- 


low supernaturally. 
A fellow in Vietnam found it out. He wrote: 


Dear Nicky, 

Last year, March 5, at 2:30 a.m., we were off the coast of 
Vietnam. I had been praying for the Holy Spirit but hadn’t 
received, I looked over the port side and could see the bombs 
going off on the beach. I dropped to my knees on the deck 
and asked Jesus to set off a bomb in my heart. 

Boy! Talk about “ask and receive”! Right there, holding 
onto the gunwale of that pitching destroyer, I was baptized 
in the Holy Spirit. Ever since, I have been a mainliner with 
the Lord. My shipmates say I’m a fanatic, because all I talk 
about is Jesus. But at night, a big group of the guys have 
been coming down to the sick bay and they have asked me to 
lead them ina Bible study. They want to receive the power 
of God too. Hallelujah! I’m high on Jesus. 

Tony 


Am I Beyond Help? 


Dear Nicky, 

` As a child I felt unloved, rejected, scorned. I had no play- 
mates, Even on the crowded schoolbus I always had an empty 
seat beside me. Kids brushed “cooties” off if I bumped 
against them. I was drawn toward freaks, hippies, and other 
strange misfits because no one else would have me. 

At the university I thought I would be accepted among my 
hippie friends, but it didn’t work out that way. We com- 
peted with each other to see who was the sickest, the farthest 
out. I dropped my classes, quit my library job, abandoned 
my car in the university parking lot, and just bummed 
around, scavenging, panhandling, hustling. I hurt anyone 
that got close. to me and tried suicide three times. I finally 
went to a minister and told him I wanted help. I told him I 
was afraid I was carrying a black man’s baby. All he did was 
judge me. I grew bitter and rejected God and society. Now I 
am wondering—am I beyond help? : 
Virginia 


Dear Virginia, 
No, you are by no means beyond help. The very fact that 
you ask the question ‘indicates that you are searching for 
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some kind of hope in life. However, your letter shows that 
for years you have simply taken the path of least resistance. 
Like a leaf on troubled waiters, you have been washed first 
this way and then that way by tide and. wind. As a result you 
have wound up in a cesspool. If you are to achieve any happi- 
ness, any creativity, any usefulness in life, it will have to be 
because you want it more than anything. 

The great people of this world who. have risen above dire 
circumstances have first had a desire. Helen Keller, deaf, 
blind, and’mute from infancy, rose above her handicap, with 
the help of a wonderful teacher, to become one of the world’s 
greatest women. She had DESIRE planted in her: Booker T. 
Washington, born a slave, set his face with determination: to 
become someone. Before he died: he was acclaimed one of 
America’s greatest black teachers and reformers, wih honor- 
ary degrees from Harvard and Dartmouth. 

You can reach out, even with a timid hand, and find help 
to turn around through the power of God. A woman dying 
from a hemorrhage fought her way through a pushing, shov- 
ing crowd to reach out and touch the hem of Jesus’ garment. 
And through that touch, she was made whole. You, too, can 
touch the hem of His garment and be made whole. But you 
have to WANT to first. 

Nicky 
Dear Nicky, 

My life has lost all its meaning. I am in my sixties.and 
ready to give up. My parents taught me that life without 
Christ is meaningless, hut I thumbed my nose at them and 
set out to do my own thing. Now, three marriages later, with 
children and grandchildren who hate me, I have reached the 
end of my way—and it’s a dead end. Is it too late for me? 

y Mrs. B. 
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Dear Mrs. B., 

Your sad story reminds me of the little girl who lost her 
_ birth certificate on the way to school. Opening the door of 
the classroom she sobbed to her teacher, “Teacher, I’ve lost 
my excuse for being born.” Perhaps you feel like this. You’ve 
never discovered the reason for living. 

But it is not too late for your life to be changed, even 
' though you have lived all those years without peace, hope, 

joy, or purpose. Indeed, the fact that you wrote me asking if 

I thought it was too late for you indicates that you have 

reached the first stage of healing: the realization that your 

life needs to be changed. 

You-say that you have'reached the end of “your way.” Ex- 
cellent. Now turn to the One who is THE WAY. Even now 
God is placing His hand on your shoulder and saying, “Come 
unto me . . . and I will give you rest.” 

Although you cannot justify a wasted life, you can commit 
your life to Christ now and let Him turn you into a new 
creature. Some of the most dynamic, useful Christians I’ve 
ever known were men and women who, after having lived a 
life of purposelessness, gave themselves to Christ in their 
sunset years. You can do it too. Remember what Jesus accom- 
plished in just three short years of ministry. If you will let 
His Holy Spirit guide you, then great things can happen 

. now. 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

Nicky, will you help me? I’m a nineteen-year-old girl who 
started off on the wrong track in life. Now my teachers tell 
me it is too late forme to change—that I will be this way the 
rest of my life. 

Louise 
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Dear Louise, 

Your teachers are wrong! They obviously know nothing of 
the redeeming power of the blood of Christ. It is a great 
error to say, “She'll be that way the rest of her life.” This is 
what God sent His Son, Jesus Christ, into the world for—to 
change people’s lives. Your life is still before you and the 


` greatest days are just ahead. I know, for once I lived in sin 


and knew nothing of the love of God. Then, when I -was just 
about your age, I opened my heart to the love of Jesus and 
let Him take over the controls of my life. Instantly, in the 
blinking of an eye, Hé washed me clean and gave me pur- 
pose and direction in life. Many teachers, policemen, doctors, 
and social workers said it was too late for me. The psycholo- 
gist told me I was on a one-way trip to the electric chair. But 
Christ changed me, and today I am as different a person from 


_what I was then as day is different from night. 


Read this letter I received from.a woman twice your age 
who found it wasn’t too late for her: 


Dear Nicky, 

I read your book in jail where I was being held for armed 
robbery. I had been a member of the Hell's Angels’ motorcy- 
cle gang and later worked as a topless go-go dancer at a night 
club here in Los Angeles. My life was a total ruin, but after 
reading your book I turned to the Bible, and believe it or 
not, there in that prison I found Jesus Christ as my personal 
Savior. I was thirty-eight years old yesterday, and last night I 
spent New Year's Eve alone (can you imagine?) in my motel 
room reading my Bible and. praising the Lord for my salva- 
tion. How about that? Just me and Jesus alone in a motel 
room. Man, it was the greatest! He’s all I need! 


Sylvia 
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Do you sée, Louise? This same Jesus can enter your life and 
change it completely. Whenever you ask him. 
- Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 
Pm in jail for having relations with a minor. Last year I 
was here for the sale and possession of narcotics. What's 
wrong with me? Why do I do things like this? Just before I 
was busied this last time, I joined a motorcycle gang, hoping 
Pd find happiness there. But nothing worked. Maybe Pm 
just a hopeless case. 
Damon 
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Dear Damon, 

What's wrong with you is that you are without Christ. God 
created us to have fellowship with Him. But man chose to 
turn his back on God, rebel against God’s plan, and live life 
his own way. This is the reason for all the misery in the 
world today. This state of living in rebellion against God's 
plan and purpose is called SIN, Whenever man lives in sin 
rather than living in righteousness, he-finds his life all 
messed up like yours is. 

But don’t give up. No one is a hopeless case. Jesus Christ 
loves You and has died to pay the penalty for your sins. -All 
you have to do is acknowledge Him, turn from your sin, and 
ask Him to come into your life and change you. When you 
do this, I guarantee your life will be immediately trans- 
formed and all the happiness you sought after in the things 
of this world will be given you, a million times over, in the joy 
of salvation. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

When I was young, everyone hated us because. they said 
my mother.was insane. Later I found oùt she was a prosti- 
tute. Many times I came in from playing and caught her with 
her boyfriends. Because of this, none of the kids were al- 
lowed to play with me. I felt the whole world had deserted 
me. One time one of my mother's boyfriends beat me with a 
belt buckle because I walked into the bedroom and found 
them in bed. Now I’m just getting out-of the girl?’ reforma- 
tory and want to make a new life for myself. Am I beyond 
help? 

Ruth’ 


Dear Ruth, 

You didn’t say why you had been put in the reformatory, 
but it makes little difference. I see that you are ready to turn 
over a new leaf in the book of life and start afresh. Wonder- 
ful! 

No, you are not beyond help. In fact, for the first time in 
your life perhaps you are in the place where God can help 


you. The Psalmist said, “In the day of my trouble I will call 


upon thee: for thou wilt answer me” (Psalm 86:7) . That’s a 
precious promise, and I know from personal experience that 
it is true. I would advise you to read the entire 86th Psalm 
since it is the prayer of a person like us who reached out and 


_ found help from the Lord. 


Forget the past. Put it out of your mind. Give your heart 
to Jesus Christ and ask God to fill you with the power of His 
Holy Spirit. Associate with Christian people as much as you 
can and be in constant communion with God in prayer. Your 
future can be bright, with Jesus. 

: Nicky 


Dear Mr. Cruz, 

I am twenty-three years old and for the last three years 
have been locked up in the Indiana State Reformatory on a 
robbery charge. I am lost, running from everything and ev- 
erybody. I have no man who calls me friend. I have been os- 
iracized by my family, and society has seen fit to put me be- 
hind bars for the rest of my natural life. If there is a God, 
does He have some kind of plan for me? 

Jake 


Dear Jake, 
There is a God and His name is Jesus Christ. He does have 
a plan for you, a wonderful plan. Even though you may be in 
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prison the rest of your life, your life does not have to be “nat- 
ural” anymore, It can become supernatural if you are willing 
to let Christ take over the controls. 

While I lived in Brooklyn I was in jail many times. Since 
then, I have visited hundreds of jails and detention homes all 
over the world and spoken to prisoners about freedom, re- 
lease, and liberty—all of which are available through Jesus 
Christ. 

Here’s a letter from another lifer in another prison that. 
may help illustrate what I’m talking about: 


Dear Nicky Cruz: 

I have been an inmate of all the major penal institutions 
in Wisconsin and Minnesota. I am now serving a life sen- 
tence at the federal prison in Atlanta. While I was awaiting 
trial on this last charge of murder, I began to take a good 
look at my life. What a mess I'd made! Just as I was 
thinking this, I heard a voice agreeing: 

“I agree, Jerry. You've really goofed your life up.” 

I looked up to see who had spoken, but the cell was empty. 
I jumped to my feet, and the voice commanded: 

“Sit down. Don’t get excited. It’s me, Jesus. And I want to 
talk to you about your life. Open that Bible and begin to 
read,” 

. Now, Nicky, you may think I’m crazy, but this is exactly 
what happened. I began to read, and the more I read, the 
hungrier I became to accept Christ as my Savior. 

. Before the day was over I had called for a preacher; and he 
showed me how to pray, and I got on my knees and accepted 
Jesus. I reversed my plea to “guilty,” and am now serving 
life. But man, it’s the greatest thing! Really! I’m not serving 
life, I have LIFE. I’m being used by God to preach in the 
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prison and even have many invitations to preach outside of 
prison. The officials let me go out in the company of a guard, 
and I’ve spoken to thousands of people about the grace of 
God behind the prison walls. Sure, I'd like to be released, 
but best of all, I have been released, set free in Jesus. And if 
I never get out of prison, I will stay right here and serve my 
Lord with rejoicing. 
Jordan 
Do you see; Jake? Maybe God is just waiting for you to open 
your Bible so He can speak to you, just like He did to 
Jordan— 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, > . 

Tm twenty years old and I can’t stand myself. This letter is 
so stupid, I can’t believe Pm writing it to a guy who may 
not even exist. But who cares? I’m divorced and have a little 
baby. I’m going to live with a guy who just wants to use me, 
_ but it’s better to be wanted in bed than not to be wanted at 
all, I'd like to know something about the love of God that 
you've experienced, but guess that kind of thing ain't meant 
for the likes of me. 

Marcia 


Dear Marcia, 

So you've resigned yourself to a life of sin and misery. 
Seeking physical love and companionship as a substitute for 
the real thing, however, will lead you down a winding path 
into a wilderness of great unhappiness and eventual ruin. 
Jesus says, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life; no man 
cometh to the Father but by me.” If you want to know the 
love of God that I am now experiencing, then you have to 
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seek it the way God tells you to. This is done first of all 
through repentance (which means genuine turning away 
from your’old life) and faith (which means turning to Jesus 


‘Christ as your answer even though you don’t understand 


Him). 

It’s never too.late. Many of the letters I receive come-from 
people in situations far more “hopeléss” than. yours—yet 
many of them have found joy and happiness and are now ris: — 
ing above their circumstances. 

Here is a portion of one such letter. It comes from a ‘black 
girl in Harlem. She is unable to read and write and had:to 
get someone tovhelp her with the letter: 


Dear Nicky, 

I'm nineteen years and have baby girl but am not marry, 
My friend read your book to me and after reading I don’t 
know what happen inside me, but I cry and cry and pray.at 
same time. The guy who hustle for me try to beat me up, but 
I‘run and hide in alley in garbage cans with baby and cry 
and pray some more. Therein alley I gave heart Jesus and 
told Him I no take drugs no more..I went to small church in 
Brooklyn and now taken in by some Christians who help me 
and teach me how to raise baby for Jesus. I very happy and 
one day.learn write so I can tell you how much Jesus mean to 
me. 

Jeanie 


This same Jesus is for you, Marcia. I pray you'll decide that 
you are for Him. 
Nicky 


My Parents Bug Me 


Dear Nicky, 
I have a seven-year-old brother and a sixteen-year-old sis- 
ter. I am eleven. All three of us are adopted. Well, anyway, 
my problem is that I hate my mother, father, and sister. -I 
only love my brother. I got three D’s on my report card and I 
cry myself to sleep at night. Sometimes I try to pray like my 
parents said I should, but nothing comes out and I start 
crying again. Nothing is any fun anymore, and whenever my 
parents or sister talk to me I turn my head and start crying. 
In the summer my friend and I are planning to run away. 
104 
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She hates.her brother. Nicky, please, PLEASE, help me, or at 
least tell me someone who can. OH, NICKY, PLEASE HELP 
ME! 
Sissy 

Dear Sissy, : 

You don’t know how lucky you are. When I was growing 
up in the slums ‘of New York, I had no father or mother at 
all. My parents had séventeen children and had sent me from 


‘Puerto Rico to New York. I lived there for three years ‘by 


myself, always running. That-is what it will be like for you if 
you run away. You will have to keep on running. 

You are very fortunate that you have parents who adopted 
you. Most parents just have to take what God gives them. as 
far as children are concerned. But your parents selected you 
—they asked for you. They must be very special péople to 
love you that much. 

You say that they have told you to pray. You say nothing 
comes out but crying. Maybe there are some deep hurts 
down in your heart that need to be healed. Why not go to 
your father or mother and put your arms arourid them and 
tell them the same things you have told me? Parents who 
love you enough to. choose you for their own daughter will 
surely understand. Ask them to pray for you, and to pray 
with you. Tell them about your fears and ‘your hates. Don't 
be ashamed to tell them that you hate them, and ask their. 
help in praying away this hate and this fear. 

I myself cannot help you, but I can introduce you to some- 
one who can. His name is Jesus Christ. Call upon Him and 
ask your parents to. help you find Him as your personal, Sav- 
ior. Your life will be transformed and all your hate will turn 
to love. 
Nicky 
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Dear Nicky, 

My daddy is a pastor but Mom and Dad are always 
fighting and arguing. Most of the time it is over me. Because 
of this, I hate going to church and am sick of religion being 
forced down my throat. I hate our home and hate my par- 
ents, 

Betty 


Dear Betty, 

I agree that your parents are setting a bad example for 
you. Much of the rebellion of today’s teenagers comes be- 
cause of the hypocrisy they see in the lives of their parents. 

However, you need to remember that your parents, even 
though your daddy is a preacher, are just like all the rest of 
us—imperfect human beings. Obviously they love you or 
they wouldn’t have differences of opinion over you. Maybe if 
you got your life straightened out you’d find ; a big change in 
them, too. 

The fact that you wrote me after reading Run Baby Run 
means that-you accept the reality of what Jesus did for me. 
What He did for me without parents, HE can do for you— 
with parents. 

I doubt if your parents are trying to force religion down 


your throat. They see your rebellious attitude and know that 


unless they do something, they will soon lose you. Why don’t 
you repent, turn from your attitudes of rebellion, and see if 
your parents won’t change, too? Give them the benefit of the 
doubt. They may be nothing more than overly zealous, and 
in their zeal to have you discover the truth, they use the 
wrong methods. Perhaps. they have given you opportunities 


they never had, so give their views prayerful consideration, 
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and compare their teaching with the Bible. Then you will be ` 
able to make decisions of your own—with the help of God. 

Nicky 
Dear Nicky, 

Iam fifteen years old., 

Iam PG by my stepfather. He was drunk and came home 
stoned and crawled into bed with me. He beat me until he 
got what he wanted. Now I take a butcher knife to bed with 
me, but I want to use. it on myself since I found out I was 
PG. I told my mother and she slapped my face-and said I had 
been shacking up with some guy. I need help. 

Paula 


Dear Paula, 

First of all let me say this: Jesus loves you. In the Psalms 
we find, “When my father and my mother forsake me, then 
the Lord will take me up.” There is no need for you to think 
of taking your own life. It may not seem so right. now, but 
our Lord is able to work out all things to the good of those 
who love Him. Turn to Jesus, Do this immediately, today. 
Let nothing stand in the way of your committing your life to 
Jesus Christ as your Master. And begin to live in His way, 
following all His instructions, even to forgiving those who 
have wronged you. Do not harbor bitterness in.your heart. 

Next, seek outside help. If you know a Christian doctor, go 
to him. Since you are only fifteen 4nd your‘stepfather is the 
father of the child, the doctor can help make things right. : 

And seek help from a Christian pastor. Be frank with him 
and tell him the entire story. He will be able to talk with 
the local welfare officials and they can take action to protect 
you. 


108 THE LONELY NỌW 


Above all, have faith that God. will see you through. Right 
now I know the skies are dark and the future blacked out, 
but remember that God has a wonderful life planned for 
you. If you let Christ.come into your heart as your Lord and 
Master, the future is as bright as the sunrise. 

Nicky | 


Dear Nicky, 

I have a super big problem. My stepfather started making 
love to me four years ago. When I told my mother she just 
laughed and said the old goat didn’t have it in him, But she 
works at night and almost every night he comes in and forces 
me to do things with him. When I ran away from home my 
mother called the police and now they have me locked up in 
a girls’ home where half the girls are queers. I was supposed 
to graduate from high school this year, but now I won't ever 
get out. My mother says she'll let me come home if I stop say- 
ing my stepfather does these things. Otherwise, she’s going to 
see that I stay locked up until I’m twenty-one. What can I 
do? 

Donna 


Dear Donna, à 

I have called the authorities at the girls’ home and talked 
with the headmistress. She was not aware of your problem al- 
though she does know that some of the girls in the home are 
homosexuals. However, now that she knows the problem, she 
has agreed-to talk to the welfare authorities and they are 
going to have you placed in a foster home.. 

This is only half the answer, though. You have been se- 
verely emotionally damaged by the criminal actions of your 
stepfather. It’s going to take a long time, and a lot of loving 
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on the part of your new foster parents, to see these things 
through. Don’t grow impatient. All the world is not like the 
world you've come out of. ‘The family unit is still the basis of 
our society and I. am praying you will find a new home where 
parents can love you and help you. 

The most important thing is for you to accept Jesus as 
your Savior. “Come urito me.and I will give you rest,” Jesus 
said. Trust Him, and let Him heal the wounds and hurts of 
‘the past and give yownew hope for the future. 

Nicky 


‘ Dear Nicky, 


I hate my house and parents. The only thing I look for- 
ward to is school because I can get “stuff” there. By stuff I 
mean speed, peps, grass, and other things that make life 
groovy. ; 

My parents drag me to church each week, What a bore! 
Im scared and don’t know what to do. I want: to save my 
money and run away. but I can’t because I keep spending it 
on stuff. 

Please help me. Please. 

Nina 


Dear Nina, 

Church services seem boring to you because you don’t 
identify with what is being said or sung. I felt the same way 
until I realized that Jesus Christ wanted to change my life. 
Then things got exciting. Every time I attend a worship serv- 
ice now, I do so with expectancy. The Risen Christ is there— 
and there’s nothing boring about Him! 

You said you wanted to save your money so you could run 
away. You're running away now, just as I did once. Drugs are 
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an escape, They are for those who are too weak to face the 
realities of life. It takes strong people, people with backbone 
and guts, to look life in the face. Instead, we have a genera- 
tion of weaklings who are too chicken to venture out alone 
_ Without the help of chemicals. When I was president of the 
Mau Maus I thought I was tough. But now I realize that I 
was nothing but a coward, running, running—afraid to 
stand and face life. Now Jesus Christ stands with me, and the 
Holy Spirit is within me, giving me power to meet every 
problem and overcome every temptation. 

I, too, was like you. I thought I hated my parents. But 
after I became a Christian a great love came welling up in 
my heart for my mother and father. The greatest joy in all 
my life was in seeing my mother come to Christ; and the sad- 
dest duty I’ve ever performed was returning home to Puerto 
Rico and preaching my father’s funeral. Jesus Christ gave me 
this new love. He will give you love, courage, and under- 
standing if you will invite Him into your heart. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

My dad left home a week before Christmas. My mom 
chased him out, but wanted him back the minute he closed 
the door behind him. My dad had been seeing another 
` woman for five years and Mom got sick of it and ordered him 
out, I guess wedding vows don’t mean much anymore be- 


cause my dad wasn’t faithful and my mom wouldn’t stick by _ 


him “for better or worse.” Will you pray for my mom and 
dad? This will be hard for me to say, but will you pray for 
that other woman, that she may someday find God too? I 


figure if God can help a boy that was as lost as you once were, 
then He can help us. 


Daisy 
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Dear Daisy, ; 
~ It’s seldom that I see the depth of maturity 'and love that 


~ comes from your letter. Most teenagers grow extremely bitter 


in circumstances like this. I thank God for your under- 


standing, but most of all for the great love He has placed in 


your heart. The love you show is not a “natural” love; it 
could only be given to you by the Holy Spirit. 

Of course I will pray for your father and mother. As for 
the “other woman,” she, too, is one for whom Christ died. 
My prayers are directed for her also. It’s a tragic thing when 
matriage ‘vows (or any other vows, for that matter) are not 
taken seriously. 

I hope you remember this, and when you marry, build 
your home on the solid rock of Jesus Christ, with both you 
and your husband accepting the power of the Holy Spirit 
into your lives to enable you to keep your vows sacred and 
true. ; 
Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

I am eighteen and scared of everyone. When my parents 
came home from vacation I found they were on the verge of 
separation, I couldn’t believe it. They have been married 
twenty-five years. I lost my faith in everything. If my parents 
can’t make a go out of life, then how can anyone? 

Becky 


Dear Becky, 

I wish every parent could realize the almost irreparable | 
damage done in the hearts and minds of their children in sit- 
uations like this. God intended for children to look at their 
mothers and fathers and find earthly security—the kind of 
security that would make it easier for them to learn of Heav- 
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en’s eternal security. It’s no wonder that you have “lost your 
faith in everything,” for the home should be the place where 
faith is learned. 

But let me urge you to take your eyes off your imperfect 
parents and look to Jesus—the perfect One. Keep your eyes 
on Him. He will give you strength, and even more, He will 
give you a love for your parents and understanding of your 
patents’ problems. I honestly think Jesus would like to use 
you to help them. Would you be willing? Your parents gave 
you life. What better way to repay their gift than to share 
with them the eternal life you have found through Jesus 
Christ? You would not be the first teenager who has led her 
parents to Christ and so opened up an entire new world in 
the home of love, joy, peace, and security. Begin to pray for 
them today, that they might know Him. He'll answer your 
prayer. 

Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

My dad is a preacher. I am in the sixth grade. I have prob- 
lems at home and at school. My mother is a wonderful 
Christian but my fatheř is a cruel man and there is always 
fighting in our home. My father beats me sometimes until I 
bleed and then tells me I need to go to the altar. I wish I had 
a gun so I could shoot him dead. I wish the juvenile people 
would come to get me. 


. Vance 


Dear Vance, 

Jesus taught us to call God “Father.” But many kids in 
today’s society cringe at the thought of God being like their 
daddy. I know that the Bible says, “Children obey your par- 
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ents in the Lord, for this is right.” But it also says, “And, ye 
fathers, provoke not your children to wrath . 

There is a place for punishment in the jonas. Much of 
what is wrong with our present generation is due to lack of 
consistent punishment for wrongs. However, when the 
punishment becomes cruel, it is an indication of deep psy- 
chological and emotional problems on the part of the parent, 

If you will commit your young life to’ Jesus Christ, and let 
His spirit of goodness, gentleness, and self-control be in your 
life, then there will be no more need for punishment in the 
home. 

Let me share with you another letter I received fous a boy 
a little older than you. He writes: 


Dear Nicky, 

I am eighteen years old and was raised as a PK (Preacher's 
Kid). I hated having to live in the old run-down parsonage 
provided by the church. All my friends at school used to 
make fun of me, and after a while I began to hate my father 
because he was a preacher. It got worse when I rebelled, be- 
cause if I sassed my mother or acted disrespectful toward 
him, he'd take off his belt and burn me good! 

Last year I ran away from home and got in with a bunch 
of guys who were taking drugs. I listened to them talk about 
their parents. They called them “creeps,” “weirdos,” and 
spoke of their fathers as “the old man.” I couldn’t take. it. 
Deep down inside I knew my father was a good man who 
loved the Lord and loved me too—even though he used to 
beat the daylights out of me. So I came back home. Ìt was too 
late. 

My father had died of a heart attack while I was out 
“doing my thing” and I didn’t even know about it. He:had 
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been buried for a month when I got home. I thank God that 
I know he knows I came home. And if God allows it, I want 
to grow up and be just the kind of man my father was. 

; Bert 


Well, Vance, it’s clear that Bert is looking at his “father 
problem” from a slightly different perspective now that he’s 
grown up. Think about it. 


Nicky 


Dear Nicky, 

When I was eight years old I accepted Jesus as my Savior. 
I am now fifteen. My parents don’t believe in God, however, 
and-have threatened to throw me out for praying under this 
roof. They will not allow me to go to any church service or 
even own a Bible. Should I sneak out anyway to hear God’s 
Word? 


Keith 


Dear Keith, 3 

Your parents’ eyes are blinded by Satan, and I hope you 
will not let a single day go by without your prayers for them. 
They are unreasonable in their demands, for they are refus- 
ing to permit you to do the one thing that will make you a 
son they can be justly proud of. Don’t become discouraged 
and irritated over this. Your parents need “your good exam- 
ple. Many times children have led their parents to Christ by 
letting the goodness of Jesus reflect through their own lives. 

In answer to your questions,-I would say that you should 
take advantage of every chance you have to hear the Gospel. 
Listen to it on the radio. Read your Bible, even if you have 
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3 3 to hide it in your room. Read good Christian literature. Per- 
+ haps you can find a teenage Bible club at school or a home 


prayer group in the neighborhood. In the home, be an exam- 


3 ple of a Christian by being obedient, even when your parents 
Ẹ are unreasonable. 


Nicky 


_ Dear Nicky, 


I am an eighteen-year-old Pentecostal girl. I never knew 
what sin was like until I read your book, Run Baby Run. I 


‘was shocked by the immorality of the girls. It made me really 


appreciate my parents more, although I sometimes thought 
they were old-fashioned and stuffy. But for the grace of God, 
I could be in the same situation as those girls you mentioned 
in your book. 

Flossie 


Dear Flossie, 
Letters like yours restore my faith in the Christian home. 
Sometimes children think their parents are old-fashioned be- 


_ Cause they won’t let them watch some of the filth on TV, re- 


fuse to let them attend dirty movies, wash their mouths out 


> with soap if they use bad language, and apply the rod to the 


seat of the pants if they go against their parents’ instructions. 
But there’s nothing wrong with being old-fashioned. You 
might think Jesus was old-fashioned in His ideals; yet He was 
thoroughly modern—timeless, really—in His approach to life. 
I thank God for parents like yours, who, when all the world 


around them seems hell-bent to shake loose from the disci- 
_ pline of the Bible, remain strong and determined to build 


their home upon the solid rock of Jesus Christ. Parents like 
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yours are easy to “honor” and “obey,” and it is good that you d 
are fulfilling the passage in Proverbs 31:28: “Her children — 
arise up, and call her blessed; her husband also, and he j 


ptaiseth her,” 
Nicky 
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I Am Curious—Dead 
3 (The Dope on Dope) 


Yesterday morning, before I left the house for the airport, 
I received three phone calls. The first call was -from a di- 
} vorced mother of four children. For the last year the mother 
_ has been trying to raise her children for the Lord, but the 
> night before, her thirteen-year-old daughter had- gone to a 
_ party and failed to return home. The mother was up all 
night, frantically calling the girl’s friends and the friends’ 
_ Parents. None of them gave her the same story, and none 
wanted to bécome involved. The mother, fearful the child 
| could be injured or dead, called the police. 
At 9:00 a.m. the girl walked in. She admitted having taken 
_ drugs on a dare, but she didn’t know where she had spent the 
_ night. The mother helped her to bed and discovered that her 
_underclothes were missing and that the child had ugly 
bruises on her thighs and breasts. When the mother ques- 
tioned her, the girl grew arrogant and threatened to leave if 
_ her mother didn’t stop “bugging” her. 
__ “What can I do?” the almost hysterical mother asked. “Do 
_ you know anyone who can talk some sense into my 
- daughter?” 
_ The second call came from the jail. An eighteen-year-old 
117 
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girl, the mother of an illegitimate child, had been arrested — 
after her father swore a warrant out against her for petty lar- _ 


ceny. The girl admitted that while her folks were at an all- 


night drinking party, she and some of her hippie friends had P 
broker into the house and had a pot party. Some of the kids _ 


in the group had stolen makeup and some other stuff from 


the. house. The father, furious at his daughter for her im- — 
moral conduct and her refusal to give up drugs and her hippie $ 
friends, had decided to let the law deal with her. She was $ 


calling to ask if I would pay the bondsman so she could get 
out of jail. She promised not to “jump bond,” but did say 
that the first thing she was going to do was to “get her old 
man.” 

I told her I could not pay her bond, but that I would try to 


help. I called: some Christian ex-hippies in town and ar 


agreed to go down and talk to her—straight. 


The third call came from Sacramento. The father, an engi- | 


neer in the space program, said that he and his wife had 
given up on their ten-year-old. 
“He's been out every night, smoking grass and sniffing 


glue,” he said. ‘The father’s work demanded that he be away _ 
from home a good deal and his wife was too overworked with $ 
seven other children to give special attention to this one — 


“problem” boy. 
“IE you'll take him at Outreach for Youth,” the father bar- 
gained, “we'll sign over full custody and pay all his expenses. 
But we can’t handle him ourselves; he’s too much for us.” 
Even though we are at capacity, I agreed to take him, be- 
cause the father threatened to put him in the juvenile center 
if we could not help. 


Three calls in less than thirty minutes—all involving — 


drugs. Most of the boys who come to Outreach for Youth in 
Fresno have been affected by drugs. 
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One of the first young men to come to Outreach for Youth 


was an eighteen-year-old hippie named Kirk Weyant. The 
_ first twelve years of Kirk's life were spent in various foster 


homes. At thirteen he rejoined his biological parents in Los 


_ Angeles, although by this time he had a deep hatred for 


them. He ran away from home many times, living in fields, 


_ alleys, deserted buildings, or any other = he could find 
_ shelter. 


Kirk joined a fast crowd and fell into a way of life that 
consisted of breaking into homes and stealing food and 
liquor—and getting drunk. By the time he was fifteen he 
was sniffing glue, a habit he picked up while he was in a juve- 


_ nile detention center. After seeing several boys lose ‘their 


minds from glue-sniffing, he graduated to. smoking mari- 
juana. He was in a detention home run by the probation de- 
partment, but the boys were growing their own weed-on the 
back side of the farm and would sneak it into the cottage late 


_ at night. 


At the age of sixteen Kirk moved to hallucinatory drugs 


"such as peyote and LSD. As he describes it, he was trying, as 


all hippies were, to fill the “hole of loneliness” in his heart. 
Leaving the detention home, he moved to the hippie com-: 
munity in San Francisco known as Haight-Ashbury. Later he 


' moved to a cave in Box Canyon in Southern California. 


There he dressed like an Indian and ‘lived in tribal fashion 
with a large number of hippies, ranging in age from a girl 
thirteen to a man thirty. 

Kirk’s hole of loneliness seemed to grow deeper as he be- 
came more and more addicted to drugs. He had to steal for a 
living, snatching clothes off clotheslines, following the milk- 


_ man in the early morning hours and taking the bottles from 


the steps, robbing stores and homes. He took more than 
twenty trips on LSD, used heroin and speed, and participated 
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in the wild sex orgies stimulated by the drugs. He had seena 
friend burn himself to death and, was constantly just one step 
ahead of the police. As a result, he lost weight until he 
weighed only 104 pounds; he was like a crazy man. 


His mother finally turned him over to a psychiatrist at® 


UCLA, but she knew it would take more than worldly wis- 
dom to salvage Kirk's life. Then someone told her about 
Outreach for Youth, One of the supervisors at the Center 
told Kirk over the phone, “We can help you, God has a plan 
for your life.” 

The day Kirk came to the Center, miracles started to hap- 
pen. He started to have withdrawal pains. Through prayer, 
God healed hint. He was amazed and couldn't believe all 
that was happening to him was real until he saw two other 
hippies at the Center who had accepted Jesus Christ. One of 
them he had known previously, and he was amazed at the 
change he saw in his life. One night in the chapel, Kirk ac- 
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' I need help from someone. Will you help me . 
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3 cepted Jesus as his Savior also. The burden was lifted, the 
hole of loneliness filled, and God healed his mind. 


Much of what I know about drugs I have learned from 


_ Kirk. He has remained with us at the Center and enrolled in 
_ Bible school, preparing for some phase of outreach ministry. 
f Because I know what God can do in the lives of young men 
7 like this, I do not hesitate to tell it “like it is,” to give you all 
_ the dope on dope.. 


Let’s look at some letters: 


| Dear N: icky, 


My name is Steve, but all my friends call me LSD. I am 


_ seventeen, and two years ago Mom kicked me out of our 

F house and I’ve had a lot of trouble ever since. I live in Dallas 

‘} and would like to stop the things Pue been doing like you. 

| did, but I can’t. Please help me before I blow my mind for- 
ever. 


Steve 


È Dear Nicky Cruz, 


Nicky, please try to help me: My parents.had me put in a 


f psycho ward because I had been sniffing glue and disobeying 
them. Now one of the aides in the hospital has been slipping 


drugs to me for doing things with him in the linen closet. 
. » please 


e. please ~.. 
Todd 


Dear Nicky, 


1 am sixteen years old and am writing from a girls’ indus- 


3 trial school in Birmingham. I was busted and sent here for 


“runaway.” I used drugs, too. Sometimes I get flashbacks on 
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LSD trips, even though I haven’t had any in eight months. 
My memories keep telling me, “When you get out of this 


hole, baby, you can have all the acid you want.” Something q 


like acid isn’t easy to forget. 
Maria 


In many colleges and high schools, more than fifty percent 
of the students have at least experimented with drugs, The 
problem is fast spreading to junior high schools, and chronic 
drug use is now being reported even among elementary- 
school pupils. 

Drugs never satisfy. They always leave a person with the 
need for “more” or “stronger” stuff. Most of the boys who 
come to our house at Outreach for Youth have been on 
drugs. Their testimonies are identical with those of the thou- 
sands of kids I talk to across the country, and those who write 
me in the daily mail. 

A boy in Durham, North Carolina, wrote: 


Dear Nicky: : 

I need help. I think terrible thoughts. Evil thoughts. It’s 
the drug I'm on. I'm hooked and can’t quit. I tried to quit 
last year, had a nervous breakdown, and wound up in a mën- 
tal hospital. Now I’m back, taking LSD, STP, speed, and any 
other junk I can get my hands on. Sometimes I mix all the 
drugs together and take that—anything for a new high. I 
know others are taking advantage of me because I am on 
drugs and can’t help myself, but I don’t know what to do. I 
am twenty. If I go back to the mental hospital I will commit 
suicide, I can’t stand it there. I need help. I know it’s the 
drugs, but I can’t quit. Oh, Nicky, God, someone, anyone— 


_ please help me. 


Lucas 
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I have studied drug addiction from the inside out. I firmly 
believe that Christ is the only answer in drug prevention and 
drug cure. Let’s look at the facts, because too often what 


young people know about the substances with which they so 


glibly experiment is no more than street-corner myth and 
misinformation. It is not only false—but deadly. They find 
out the truth too late. 

In this chapter I have listed the questions about drug use 
that I hear most often from young people. The answers are 
based not only, on my own firsthand knowledge, but on the 
latest findings of the National Institute of Mental Health 
and other research agencies. 


Is it safe to try drugs once just to see how it feels? 


No! Although one-time usage may not lead to addiction, 
on the other hand IT MAY! Besides this, a person who wants 
to experiment with drugs has some serious spiritual deficien- 
cies, or the desire wouldn’t be there in the first place. The 
very fact that these deficiencies exist is ample warning that 
you won't stop with just “one dose.” If smoking a marijuana 
joint doesn’t produce the hoped-for effect, then you will 
probably want to try something stronger—like hashish. 
Then LSD. Then speed. Then heroin, And very, very few 
people ever start taking heroin, even one shot, without be- 
coming addicted. 

Perhaps this pathetic letter, scrawled on lined notebook 
paper in handwriting resembling that of an elementary- 
school child, will illustrate what I am talking about. The let- 
ter comes from a college graduate in Michigan: 


Asoyi grire 


a a 
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_ Dear Nicky, 


I have just been dismissed from the Neuropsychiatric In- 
stitute where I have been a patient for the last two months. 
The night I graduated from college I attended a party, 
Everyone was smoking grass, but I don’t like the smell of the 
stuff. Then my boyfriend offered me acube of LSD. I took it, 
but nothing happened to me, even though everyone else was 
nice and high. Then we drove to a guy’s house, and while I 
was in the car it hit me. 

I began to shake and sweat, and-I felt like someone was 
pulling a band tight around my head. The whole world 
looked like it was a comic strip, like it was drawn by a lousy 
artist, and I was a cartoon character in the middle of it. I 
screamed, “Please help me!” When they wouldn’t, I tried to 
walk to a phone booth to call an ambulance. But two guys 
tackled me and knocked me down. They said: 

“You can’t go to a hospital. You'll blow it for all of us” 

They held me in the back seat of the car, and I felt like the 
top of my head was coming off. I was screaming and 
screamed for the next three days. 

They took me to a girl friend’s house. Her mother is a 


_ Spiritualist who. takes LSD. I was kept there for three days. 


My folks were frantic since I didn’t show up the next day to go 
with them on their vacation. But these people had me locked 
in a back room and all I could do was scream. 

At the end of the third day I got away from the house and 
called the police. They picked me up and took me to the hos- 
pital where I’ve been ever since. And all because of one lousy 
experiment with drugs. 

Gwen 


You can never be certain ahead of time as to- what your own 
reaction to a drug experience will be. Many of the tragic hap- 
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penings in the lives of drug users take place on the “‘first trip.” 
More than ten percent of the people who try marijuana be- 
come chronic, compulsive -users on the first experiment. 
Some drugs, such as LSD and methamphetamine (speed), 
can cause serious harm even with one experimental dosage. 
The risks of any kind of drug-taking are far too great for you 
to risk the first dose. i 

The young person who successfully combats the tempta- 
tion to take the first drink of alcohol, or says “no” to the first 
offer to smoke grass or drop acid, has won a great battle in 
the war against Satan, who is out to destroy his life. 

A sixteen-year-old girl in Wheaton, Maryland, writes: 


Dear Nicky, 

I’ve smoked pot, taken LSD, and taken many different 
speeds and barbiturates. But nothing seems to help. One of 
my friends said I should try heroin. He says he can get me all 
I want for nothing. 

Sue 


With friends like this, Sue doesn’t need any enemies. Sue’s 
friend may get her “all the heroin she wants” the first time for 
nothing—because Sue won’t want much the first time. But 
three months from now, when Sue’s habit has grown to fifty 
dollars a day, I doubt if her friend will be as generous. And six 
months from now, when Sue has turned to prostitution, sell- 
ing her body to every crude man who's willing to pay five 
dollars for the pleasure of prodding her with his filthy fingers 
and forcing her into indescribable acts of perversion—all be- 
cause she needs a hundred dollars a day to support her habit 
—Sue will look a long time before she finds a friend who will 
give it to her free. She'll know then what a sucker she’s been, ~ 
But it'll be too late— 
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A teenage boy in British Columbia, Canada, wrote: 


Dear Nicky, 

I have just been returned to a detention home from which 
I had escaped. I have been taking pot, drugs, and hash. I 
know better than to sniff glue, for that drills holes in your 
brain. But the kicks I get from drugs seem to get less and 
less, while my body craves more and more. This last time I 
tried horse and now I’m going to have to kick cold turkey. 
The desire is like a plant growing within that has to be fed 
by increasing evil . . . 

Charles 


Addiction to drugs, whether it’s psychological or physical,’ 


is slavery indeed. A young person can become chained to a 
habit with just one shot of heroin—a habit which will destroy 
his life, and very probably the lives of several around him, in 
ashort time, And the first step to heroin addiction is smoking 
pot. If you don’t believe me, ask the 100,000 heroin addicts in 
New York City. Nearly every one of them will tell you he 
started with marijuana. 


Can marijuana affect my personality? 


Yes! With prolonged use it apparently contributes to se- 
vere emotional problems in many individuals. If you have an 
emotional problem (and nearly everyone who takes mari- 
juana does), then this problem will not be solved, but will 
be intensified and compounded by the use of the drug. Use 
of marijuana often causes you to become passive and apa- 
thetic, to lose your motivation and interest in activities that 
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once seemed important to you, and to experience memory 
difficulties. 

Here’s a letter from a young (twenty-four-year-old) 
mother: 


Dear Nicky, 

I just got out of Blue Hills Hospital in Connecticut for 
drug addiction. Pm trying to stay clean, but it is a long and 
hard fight for me. With a little help I hope to make it. I have 
been on drugs for nine years, most of that time just on mari- 
juana. Only last year did I decide to look for new “hicks,” 
and before I knew it, I was “hooked” The reason I tried 
stronger stuff was I felt my personality changing. After eight 
years of smoking grass I had become more of a vegetable 
than-a human being. My husband had left me, saying I 
wasn’t the same person he married. I know he was right. He 
smoked grass, too, but it seemed to affect him in a different 
way. Sometimes I would sit around the house all day, staring. 
He said I was like a log in bed, and finally gave up trying to 
love me. Yet all the time I kept puffing pot. 

I thought the hard drugs would bring me out of it, but all 
they did was put me in so deep I had to go to the hospital. 
Now I’m out, and I’ve met Jesus Christ, and I feel His Holy 
Spirit transforming my personality into the personality of 
God. It’s wonderful and I hope you'll keep on praying that 
PU never, ever, be tempted to go back into the hell of 
nothingness caused by drugs. 

Diane 


God created us all with different personalities. Just as the 
different colors of the autumn leaves on the hillside give 
beauty and variety, so our different personalities give 
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beauty to life. It’s one thing to tamper with our person- 
alties through chemicals—and quite another to let the Holy 
Spirit of God transform our personalities by me Soe. of 
our minds through Christ Jesus.” 
To try to change your personality through drugs is like 
opening the back of a precision watch and attacking it with a 
cold chisel. If you want a fine watch adjusted you take it to a 
watchmaker. If you want your personality changed or im- 
proved, then the secret is to turn it over to Jesus Christ who 
will set you in time with the sights and sounds of eternity. 


` What should I do at a party where everyone is on drugs 
and they’re trying to get me to take them? 
` Leave immediately! Most people start on drugs the first 
time in just such circumstances. Even if -you stay but don’t 
turn on, you are in danger of being arrested. A person pres- 
ent where drugs are being used is guilty of breaking the law. 


Isn’t marijuana safer than alcohol? 


Both marijuana and alcohol are intoxicants—they impair 
your physical coordination and hamper your judgment. In 
. countries where alcohol is forbidden, thee are skid rows cre- 
ated by marijuana smokers. 

A thirteen-year-old marijuana smoker writes from Mem- 
phis, Tennessee: 


Dear Nicky, 
` My old man found some roaches in my room after he and 
my mother came home from a drinking party. He beat me 


with ‘his belt and said if he ever caught me smoking pot 
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again, he'd have me. put in juvenile hall. What I want to 
know is, what's the difference between him going out and 
getting stoned on liquor and me sitting around the house — 


with some of my friends smoking a few joints? 
Jimmy 


Dear Jimmy, 

Frankly there’s very little difference. Many of the over- 
thirty generation (including doctors and law enforcement 
agents who are combating drugs) see no harm in beverage 


_ alcohol. They are just as blind to the dangers, evils, and de- 


struction of lives and property caused by beverage alcohol as 
the under-thirty group is to.the drug problem. Don’t let their 
blindness be a stumbling block to you. Both groups need to 
open their eyes to the tragedy of broken, miserable, wasted 
lives caused by addiction to anything less than the cause of 
Christ. ; 

Nicky 


Don’t drugs make a person more creative? 


‘Some drugs, such as pot and LSD, may make you FEEL 
more creative. But they tend to hamper your actual perfor- 
mance. Under drugs, your motivation to work and éxecute 
creative ideas will likely be reduced because of chemically in- 


_ duced lassitude and passivity. 


Can I get to know myself better through LSD? 


_ Under hallucinogenic LSD, probably the most powerful 
drug known to man, you may have the illusion that you are 


gaining great insights into your personality and behavior. . 
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Many youth testify that LSD makes it seem as though their 
minds crawl out of their brains and perch on their shoulders, 
looking them over. This illusion takes place because notions 


that come to you in this highly suggestible drugged state — 


seem much more “real” than ordinary experience. It is 
doubtful, however, that valid insights occur with any regu- 
larity. The psychedelic world is one of fantasy, and to the av- 
erage layman it yields no more “truth” about himself than 
his dreams or drunken babblings. 

Revelation of oneself, true revelation, comes from the 
Holy Spirit. God, the Creator, is the only one who knows our 
nature and our potential. People who have been “filled with 
the Holy Spirit,” therefore, are capable of appropriating 
great gifts of wisdom, knowledge, and discernment. Gifts 
that come from drug use are only counterfeit, and therefore 
completely unreliable. 


What would you do if you learned that one of your own 
children was taking drugs? 


That, of course, is a possibility. Gloria and I have three 
precious children—all girls. Because I am a jrather well- 
known preacher, my children are under more pressure than 
the average child. Also, the fact that I am gone from home.a 
great deal of the time puts them under even more strain. 

Gloria and I haye tried very hard to instill a valid faith in 
the hearts of our children. We hope to lead them into a per- 
sonal experience with Jesus Christ and later lead them into 
receiving the baptism (or filling) of the Holy Spirit. In my 
long experience with drug addicts, I have reached the con- 
clusion that unless a person is filled with the Holy Spirit he 
simply cannot have the power to adequately resist tempta- 
tion and live a victorious Christian life. 
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If I should discover that one of my children had been ex- 
perimenting with drugs, I would handle her in much the 
same way as I have handled others’ children caught in the 
same web of evil and deceit, children who lave come to Out- 
reach for Youth for help. First I would try to understand the 
reason why. I would look at my own life as honestly as I. 
could and try to see where I had failed ‘in meeting my child’s 
spiritual needs. I would try to understand that most of our 
problems, parental and adolescent, stem from our striving to 
control our own lives and destinies, instead of allowing the 
Holy Spirit to control them. 

I don’t think I would call the police, unless there had been 
some violation of the law, or unless others were involved who 
needed police action. I would point out to my child, not just 
the danger of drugs, which is considerable, but the greater 
danger of taking her life out from under the control of the 
Master and letting it be open to the control of Satan. I’m not 
saying that the drugs are Satanic, but I am saying that they 
open the doors for Satan’s demons to come in and take over. 
A life not under the absolute domination of the Holy Spirit is 
always open for some other spirit to come in—be it drugs, al- 
cohol, illicit sex, selfishness, greed, etc. 

Above all, I would love my child and pray for her and 
with her. I would go to any length, even if it meant giving 
up my job and moving to some distant place, to try to help ` 
her resist future temptation. For my children are my pri- 
mary responsibility. A man can be a success in every area of 
his life, but if he fails with his own children, he is a failure. 

We are starting early, while our children are still very 
small, to teach them about thé love of God and the power of 
the Holy Spirit. We are teaching them about Satan and his 
evil ways and we are teaching them about Jesus Christin 


` whose Name deliverance can come to all who call on Him, 


12 


Let’s Turn the World Upside Down 


Billy Graham’s New York Crusade is over. Gloria and I have 
spent the last several days just relaxing before returning to 
California. There we will begin packing for the fifth major 
move in my life. an 
My moving began in 1955 when my father put me on a 
plane in San Juan, Puerto Rico. I was headed for New York 
City. E 
The second move came when I left New York to go to Cali- 
fornia to attend Bible school. I had just been saved from the 
slavery of the gang and the ghetto and it was like moving 
into a new world. There I met Gloria and we were married. 
The third move was back to New York with my new wife 
where we worked together for two years bringing the Good 
News to the old familiar neighborhoods in Brooklyn. Later 
we returned to California to set up our Outreach for Youth 
ministry. (All this was covered in my book, Run Baby Run.) 
Now a group of Christian business and professional men 
in North Carolina have asked me to move to Raleigh to set 
up my headquarters. Although we will continue our Out- 
reach for Youth program, I will concentrate on traveling all 
over the world speaking to youth about Jesus Christ. Gloria 
and I are excited about the future. 
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_ Yet the task of trying to win the youth of the world to Jesus 
Christ looms like an impossible mountain before us. We 
know we can move it only in the power of the Holy Spirit. 


Our task? Part of it is to “tell it like it is” in books. The- 


Lord told Jeremiah “Write thee all the words that I have 
spoken unto thee in a book. For lo, the days come, saith the 
Lord, that I will bring again the captivity of my. people 
Israel and Judah . . . and I will cause them to return to the 
land that I gave to their fathers, and they shall possess it” 
(Jeremiah 30:2-3). 

I believe that prophecy today refers to the youth of the 
world, It is the youth, now held in the-captivity of drugs, sex, 
and rebellion, who will one day return to the land of promise 
and possess it. I feel my task is to help bring them to the 
point of commitment so they can achieve this virtually im- 
possible task. 

These are “latter days,” and it is warned in the Bible that 
not only will the Spirit of God be poured out on all flesh, but 
Satan, like a roaring lion, will prowl the streets of the cities, 
the sidewalks of the villages, even the rural areas of the world 
—to seek whom he may devour. While some youth are “turn- 
ing on” to Jesus, the. countless majority are seeking ‘their 
identity in the slavery of dope and rebellion. _ 

Late this afternoon we drove down to the Eastside Airline 
Terminal to pick up my tickets. I came back outside and 
waited for Gloria to circle the block and pick me up. Across 
the street there is a small park. It’s a lonely patch of strug- 
gling green and hard-packed sand cowering between sky- 
scraper apartments, office buildings, and dirty factories belch- 
ing filthy smoke into the polluted air of the city. Inside the 
steel-grated enclosure of the park, a few children splashed in 
a concrete wading pool and clambered through monkey bars, 


BESIT 


TRS ROE 
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Bored parents sat and waited, sipping warm beer and reading 
the paper. 

I could not get my eyes off the two shabby men who sat on 
a green park bench facing the litter-covered street. They were 
thin and emaciated, both scraggly-bearded and ageless. They 
could have been nineteen or ninety. The ravages of drugs 
had taken their toll. They were a part of the horde of more 
than 100,000 heroin addicts who walk the streets of New York 
like zombies. Their shirts and pants were ill-fitting, stained 
with food, vomit, and urine. Both were glazed-eyed and shak- 
ing, too weak to even get up and panhandle. 

The man nearest me bent forward, his head almost be- 
tween his knees. His.filthy once-blond beard was matted, his 
hair stringy. As I got closer I could see the open, running sores 
on his scalp where his hair had fallen out. Like the skin of 
many addicts whose metabolism is low, his skin refused to 
heal once it was broken. The scratches had abscessed, leaving 
gaping raw spots. Perhaps, like many junkies, he was also 
filled with a venereal disease. 

He heaved, time and time again. A small puddle formed 
at his feet. Now he was empty. Dry. But the heaving con- 
tinued. Soon. he would heave blood. 

Every fibre in his body cried out for a “fix.” But heroin is 
up to seven dollars for just barely enough of the white powder 
to cover the bottom of a bottle cap which would serve as a 
“cooker” for the powder mixed with water and heated over a 
match. His arms were a mass of scars where countless needles, 
pins, even nails had been used to open the veins so he could 
“mainline” the drug. 

His partner, nose running down over his lips and into his 
stubby gray beard, was oblivious of his companion’s misery. 
His eyes were dilated like black holes in his bony skull. 


| 
| 
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A young man approached. Late te j 
f I : ens. Pale blue eyes sunk 
sep in their sockets. Sallow skin pulled taut over his cheek- 
mes. His nose, too, was running, and he shuffled as he 
walked, hands stuck deep in the empty pockets of his baggy, 
testa pants. His filthy tennis shoes had large holes worn’on 
i 3 ER = sides. He wore no socks or belt and had no shirt 
r his flimsy, torn jacket. His hai 
Eee j air hung long foe the 
Graybeard on the bench lifted his eyes as he walked up. His 


face was expressi is voi 
ionless, his voice flat, “Y 
. “You made = 
penses yet today?” ar 


“Not yet; I need forty more.” 
“Got any ideas,” 
“Don’t make no difference, man. I gotta get it or die.” 
-` He nodded at ‘the other man who rocked on the bend 
hea between his knees, moaning loudly. “What about him?” 
Rough, man. He’s been six hours without a fix.” 
The younger man shook his head, wiped his nose on the 


- back of his hand, sniffed, and shuffled off. 


The honking of the car behind me told me Gloria had 
aes She slipped over as I slid beneath the wheel. 
oments later we were back in the traffic, heading for a 


Gloria sensed my anguish. “What’s ¢ 
: t’s the matter, Nicky?” 
I told her briefly what I had just seen. 3 


“But Nicky, New York’s full of that, Why should you get 


so upset over a few junkies?” 


$ 


I couldn’t explain, but my spirit was in the depths of de- 


pression. Just seeing them. there . . . so hopeless 


lonely ... et 


like walking dead men. Perhaps it w 
` ps it was because I 
had seen the great victory Jesus had won with China and 
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Tooley and yet was now reminded that for every one saved, - 


there are a hundred others still lost. 

“Nicky,” Gloria said as we drove through the heavy traffic, 
“maybe God let you take that last glimpse at the way things 
really are to remind you that you can never, never give up 
the battle. Somebody’s got to turn this world upside down, 
and only Jesus can do it. But if He doesn’t have you to stay 
out there on the firing line, then the battle may be lost.” 

I nodded my head in silence. There’s always a tendency, 
after you taste victory, to let down your defenses. But God 
was showing me the problem is too big for me to ever slow 
down, much less retreat. More youth died from heroin usage 
over the last ten years_than were-killed in the war in Viet- 
nam. Last year more than 900 persons died from overdoses of 
heroin in New York City alone. More than twenty-five per- 
cent of these were eighteen or younger. In the City today, 
more deaths can be traced to the use of heroin than to any 
other factor among people between the ages of eighteen and 
thirty-five—including automobile accidents and disease. 

- Weaving through the noisy traffic, we turned left on the 


Avenue of the Americas. My mind flashed back to yesterday. 


afternoon when I had spent several hours in Spanish Harlem. 
There, walking down the streets, I looked up at the windows 
covered with the gray mesh screens. The streets were crowded 
with children who lived in the cramped, filthy slums. They. 
were bouncing balls off the walls and chasing each other 
through the traffic. I stepped on a discarded beer can and 
almost fell. , 

I saw little kids in the basements of the apartment slums 
—shooting heroin with needles. Some of them had already 
picked up a $25-a-day habit. Where does an eleven-year-old 
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Kid get $25 a day? The same place his eighteen-year-old 
brother gets his $100-a-day expenses: he steals it or he sells 
drugs to earn it. Or, if he’s enterprising enough, he may 
hustle and pimp on the streets for his sister or mother—and 
they let him have a percentage of the amount of business he 
can pull in. 

We parked the car in a parking garage and walked toward 
the restaurant. I had lost my appetite, however. I could 
understand Jesus’ answer to His disciples who urged him to 
eat: “I have food to eat of which you know nothing . : . It is 
meat and drink for me to do the will of Him who sent me 
until I have finished his work . . . Look on the fields; they 
are already white, ripe for harvest" (John 4:32, 34-35), 

During dinner I could think of nothing but the heroin 
jungle outside the restaurant. I remembered the guys who 
came out of prison and couldn’t get jobs, so they worked for 
a few dollars a week to appease the parole ete ees stole 
to’‘make a living. 

I remembered China’s words: “A guy can kick the habit if 
he has someone who loves him . . . someone to love. Hav- 
ing someone who cares makes life worth living.” 

I remembered Tooley saying, “I wish the neighborhood 
was like it used to be, Nicky. Back then we had the security 
of the gang. Now the gangs are broken up’and everyone is 
doing his own thing—with drugs. Even the little kids, ten 
and eleven years old, are mainlining—especially the girls. 
The pimps start them early so they can use them for prosti- 
tutes. By the time they're twenty they're burned out, so they 
have to keep getting the young girls sc rate so o they can earn 


` them a living.” 


After dinner we walked through Times Square. New York, 
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once called the melting pot of the world, has degenerated 
into a cesspool of drugs and pornography. Front almost every 
window—and from every theatre billboard—huge pictures of 
nude men and women beckoned for attention and money. 
The sidewalks were jammed with drug addicts, prostitutes, 
and sexual perverts—all buying and selling. I shuddered 
and drew Gloria close to me. Except for the grace of God, I 
thought... 


It is 1:00 a.m. as I sit at this tiny table writing. Tomorrow 
we will be on a jet headirig back to California, but beare 
me are these scattered papers, and in my mind are the mem: 
ories of today which are burning a hole in my soul like a 

torch pointed at a silk curtain, 
epee aes “Having someone who cares makes life worth 
living. Without someone to love, and someone who loves you, 
ere’s no reason for being here.” 
oes right. But the answer is not in “flesh and blood” com- 
panionships. It is in the presence and person of Jesus Christ. 
Yet it seems that the image of Christ is distorted even by 
those who are supposed to present Him, 

I glance at a letter which I had answered. It was from a 

schoolteacher in Clarksburg, West Virginia. 


Dear Nicky: a 

We live in a small city, but our problems are getting bigger 
every day. Drugs are the concern of all of us. It has recently 
affected me because my own daughter tried some. A lot of 
the kids at school are using and selling drugs. The ministers 
of the city have tried everything they know to help, but noth- 
ing works. They have had electric masses, youth rallies, and 
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youth conventions. There is something missing in all these 
meetings. Does the religion of today have the answers? 
Serena 


I wrote her back saying: 


Dear Serena: 

No, the religion of today does not have the answers. The 
only answer lies in the religion of the New Testament, and 
that means a personal, direct confrontation with Jesus Christ. 
Most “religions” are man’s search for God. But Christianity 
is God’s revelation of His way through Jesus Christ to strug- 
gling mankind. Once a person accepts Jesus Christ and be- 
comes a “new creature” there is no longer any need for drugs, 
And when this new Christian is filled with the Holy Spirit, 
then even the power of temptation is broken, and the en- 
abling power of the living Christ gives the ability to resist 

‘the old urges forever. 


Nicky 


Her letter puts the finger of focus on the heart of the prob- 
lem facing today’s youth. Today's kids are “turned off” by 
the institutional church. They are tired of “masses” and 
“orders of worship” and “Sunday school parties” and dry 
sermons and powerless prayers. They are fed up with what 
they call “plastic preachers,” men who look genuine but 
have no power in their ministry. In their rebellion against 
the phoniness and artificiality of the institutional church, 
they have turned elsewhere for answers. They are looking for. 
answers in drugs, sex, demonstrations, “causes,” and protest 
marches, Having seen only a counterfeit picture of Jesus 
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Christ in the lives of those who claim to be His followers, 
they turn to Gandhi, Buddha, Allah, Mohammed, spiritual- 
ism, occultism, horoscopes, and Satan. At least these spirits 
are “real,” they say (and they are), while they disclaim the 
Holy Spirit because they have not seen Him alive in the lives 
of His followers. 

The answer? The only answer is a return:to the ministry of 
the New Testament. Not just to the message (for many institu- 
tional churches have remained true to the basic Gospel 
message and yet the youth still walk away), but to the method. 
What’ was the New Testament method? Signs and wonders 
following. Healings. Miracles, Supernatural manifestations 
of the power of the Holy Spirit. Congregation ministry and 
not preacher-centered ministry. : 7 

Tragically, most institutional churches are afraid of any 
manifestations of the supernatural power of God. It may 
have been all right for Jesus to cast out demons in a loud 
voice, or for Paul to speak in tongues, or for Peter to 
heal the sick . . . but don’t do it in the twentieth century, 
the institution says. That would shatter our serenity and 
might even bring the dead to life, and you know how dis- 
turbing a thing like that could be. 

However, I am convinced that unless today’s Christians 
allow the Holy Spirit to take‘over—unless they are baptized 
in the Holy Spirit, filled with the Holy-Spirit—the world 
will never know who Jesus really is. 

Therefore, I close these pages with a personal word to 
young people and parents. Do you want to change the world? 
Do you want to be filled with a power that will enable you to 
do miracles? Do you want your life to be characterized by 


such things as love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, 


faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control? If so, then after you 
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have taken Jesus Christ as your Savior, receive also the Holy 
Spirit. peas 

How is this done? First of all, you must possess an earnest, 
sincere desire to be filled. Simply saying the words with your 
lips is not sufficient. You must desire, from the bottom of your 
heart, all that God has for you. 

Second, you should confess all known sin. The Bible says 
if we confess our sins we will be forgiven and cleansed by 
God. It is only the clean vessel that can be completely filled. 

Third, I suggest you submit yourself completely to God. 
Be prepared to die as a living sacrifice. Make yourself available 
to God to do anything He asks of you, seeking not the gifts 
but the Giver. 

Fourth, you must ask. Jesus said, “If you, then, bad as you 
are, know how to give your children what is good for them, 


` how much more will the Heavenly Father give the Holy 


Spirit to those who ask Him” (Luke 11:13). 

Fifth, you must believe you are filled and thank Him, One 
receives the Holy Spirit on faith, just as Christ is received on 
faith. The battle is often lost just at this point, for one can 
do everything else, but then fail to claim what God has given 
him. - ; 

Finally, you must exercise or appropriate the gifts of. the 
Holy Spirit. These are listed (in part) in I Corinthians 12: 
11-13. You must claim the power of God in you and exercise 
it. There can be no word of knowledge unless you speak out 
what God is saying. There can be no faith unless you step out 
on faith alone. There can be no healing unless you lay hands 
on the sick, and no miracles unless you invoke the power of 
God. There can be no prophecy unless you open your mouth 
or take your pen in hand, and no tongues unless you speak 
the sounds of praise and prayer that God gives. 
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Those early followers of Jesus believed all the supernatural 
power of God was available to them in signs and wonders, 
healings and miracles, However, there was a price to pay. To 
those men it was the price of losing their public acceptance. 
Whenever a miracle occurred in public (especially in the 
Temple) it brought persecution, They were even accused of 
“turning the world upside down.” 

When the Gospel was preached at Iconium and the “signs 
and wonders” exhibited, the community leaders ran the 
preachers out of town. That’s a risk all Jesus’ people have 
to take. And the day of stoning Christians still hasn’t passed. 

I challenge the young people of the world—and their 
parents—to forget about public opinion and become 
Jesus’ revolutionists. You may be called a fool. You may be 
ridiculed. You may be called a Jesus-freak. You may be 
stoned. ‘You will probably be misunderstood, especially by 
comfortable church members (note: I did not say “Chris- 
tians” but “church members”) who will accuse you of turn- 
ing their world upside down. 

Well, praise the Lord! I think this is the calling of today’s . 
youth—to turn this sorry world which has been almost de- 
stroyed by a blaspheming generation of adults—upside down. 

In the process, some will realize that you aren’t turn- 
ing the world upside down—but turning it right side up. 
And I believe if anyorie on earth can do it, it is the youth of 
today, filled with the Holy Spirit and marching on in the 
name of Jesus Christ, 
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If you wish to share in the work of Outreach for Ton or 
if you need counseling write to: 


Nicky Cruz 
OUTREACH 
Raleigh, N.C. 27611 


Ask for the booklet, “Nicky Cruz 
Gives the Facts on Drugs” 


Be sure to read 
Nicky Cruz’s life story in 
Run Baby Run 


Millions know Nicky Cruz from his 
bestseller Run Baby Run. He was warlord 
ofa ruthless street gang, accomplished 
thief and a vicious fighter—all before he 
turned eighteen. Now he crusades for God. 
The Lonely Now was born as the result of 
thousands of letters Nicky Cruz received 
from readers of Run Baby Run. Responding 
to the letters he visited the source of many 
of the writers: slums, prisons, coffee 
houses, drug addict rehabilitation centres, 
hippie hangouts, churches. 
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